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PRE FAC. E. 


HIS Cor LET Io of HyMxs is not in- 

tended to undervalue, or render uſeleſs 
Doctor Watts's excellent Pſalms and Hymns; or. 
any other ſound author; it is deſigned only for 
publick worſhip, and chiefly for the congregational 
churches aſſembled at Heachfield, in the County of 
Suſſex, The reaſons I had for collecting theſe 
Hymns, are as follow: Firſt, the congregation 
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laying chiefly at a great diſtance, and are ſeldom 
together but on the Lord's Day, and of conſe- 
quence have not ſo good an opportunity to im- 
prove that delightful part of divine worſhip, of 
ſinging praiſes to God, (as many others have) and 
as great care ſhould be taken that no part of di- 
vine worſhip ſhould dwindle into a form, (which is 
too often the caſe, and eſpecially that of ſinging) to 
avoid this, I have collected the moſt evangelical 
hymns out of many authors, ſuch as ſpeak the lan- 
guage of a ſoul thirſting for the love of Chriſt in 
the heart, and for communion with Him ; avoiding 
doctrinal, and metaphorical hymns; and alſo thoſe 
thatare in the fingular number as much as I could, 
1 and have placed them in the following order; 
1: Hymns for the Lord's Day; 2. Hymns for ſo- 
1 cial worſhip: 3. Diſmiſſion; 4. Hymns in com- 
mon; 5. On the Nativity of Chriſt; 6. Funeral; 
1 * | 8 7. For 


PREFACE. 


7. For the Lord's Supper; 8. Doxologies; and 
may the Lord bleſs the uſe of this little book, 
to the end intended, is the ſincere prayer of your 
willing ſervant in CarisT, 


Heathfield, Aug. 13, 1792. GEORGE GILBERT. 
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Hymns for the Lord's Day 


— —- for Social Worſhip — — 23 
for Diſmiſſion — — 47 
in Common — — 56 

— on the Nativity ——— — 178 
—— Funeral — — 180 
m—— Lord's Supper — — 194 
—— Doxologies — — 
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INDE X. 


A 
Page. 
LL ye that love the Lord rejoice - 64, 
L awake the ſacred ſong — 70 
A fulneſs reſides - 72 
And art thou with us, gracious Lord ? - 115 
Ariſe, my con — _"_ — 119 
Array'd in mortal fleſh - - _- 
Aud have 1. Chriſt, no love to Thee ? X I 
Awake — — GY our fears, - 172 
A little weak man appears, - = 
F - - — 
| B 
Bride of the Lamb, up to the ſkies - s 50 
Bleſt be the Father, and his love, - I4 
Bleſs, O my ſoul, the _— God, . 35 
Beloved Saviour, faithful Friend, — — 40 
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1 N D E X. 


Bleſt be the dear uniting love - - 
Before Jehovah's awful throne, - = - 
Brethren let us join to bleſs _— 
Bleſſed be the everlaſting God, - Ro 
Behold the loving Son +. wag] - =. 
: 2 
1 Come, bleſs the Lord, whoſe love aſſigns * 5 
Come 1 Spirit, heav'nly Dove, - 8 
Come, Holy Ghoſt, our ſouls e — - 16 
Come, deareſt Lord, deſcend and dwell - 30 
Come, Holy Spirit come; + - 3 
Come, let us join our cheerful ſongs - $5 
Come, thou long expected Jeſus, - - 76 
Come, Lord, and warm each languid heart, — 125 
Come, Holy Spirit, heav'nly Dove, pen 1 
Come, Lord, and help us to rejdice, — 1 
| D 
Dear Shepherd of thy people hear, 


29 
Dear Lord attend our r #1.) . 

— ĩͤ v — 
. Darkneſs o erſpreads us here, a 99 
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IN D E X. 


Deſcend from heav'n, immortal Dove, 
Day of judgment, day of wonders! - 
E 
Encourag'd by theword of grace, - 
F 
Frequent the day of God returns - 


Fo; ſeaſon call'd to part, - 


Frc 1 thee, my God, my joys ſhall riſe, 
Fat. v of glory, to thy name, - 
Firi.. .s the earth thy Goſpel ſtands, 
Far from our thoughts vain world be 
Free grace to ev'ry heav'ꝰn- born foul 
For mercies, countleſs as the ſands, 
From whence this fear and unbelief 
Father, Son, and Holy Ghoſt, - 


G 


Great God attend, while Sion ſings 
Great Father of mankind - 
God in his earthly temple lays . 
Glory to God on high, — 8 


IN D* R X. 


Grace tis a charming ſound, - 
God is the re of his ſaints, 

Great God, indulge our humble claim; 
God our ſupporter and our hope, - 
Give us this day, all bounteous Lord, 


: H 
Hail, facred truth, thou ſource of peace 
Holy Ghoſt, diſpel our ſadneſs, - 
How vaſt the benefits divine . - 


Here Lord, in thy 22 name, we meet, 
How honourable is the place 


Holy Ghoſt, inſpire our praiſes, 8 
He lives, the great Redeemer lives, | * 
How happy are we 5 * 
How precious is the Book Divine, - 


How long ſhall earth's alluring toys = 
How bleſt are they whoſe feet have found 
Happy the heart where graces reign, 


Hark the herald angels ing, 7; 
Hark! I hear the trumpet ſound - 
How rich are thy proviſions, Lord! - 


How ſweet and awful is the place - 


| 1 Rx 


| | I 
In ſweet exalted ſtrains - - 
In God's own houſe pronounce his praiſe, 

eſus, where er thy people meet, - 
eſus, we bleſs thy Father's name; - 
eſus, how precious is thy name ! 


eſus, the ſpring of joys divine, - 
In thee, thou all-ſufficient God, £ 
In Chriſt my treaſare's all contain'd ; 

eſus my God of love OS 

eſus, our ſouls delightful choice - 

eſus, all praiſe is due to Thee, K 

t is the Lord !—enthron'd in light a 


Jeſus is gone above the ſkies, a 


Lord, I would ſpread my fore 
rd, one thing we want : 
Lo! He cometh, countleſs trumpets 
Lo! He comes with clouds deſcending 
Lord, what a heav'n of ſaving grace 
Let them neglect thy glory Lord, - 


L | 
Lord, diſmiſs us with thy — — — 
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INDE KX. 
Let ev'ry mortal ear a 5 - 
. Let God the Father, and the Son, 


- % M 
My ſoul, how lovely is the place 


My God ! the ſpring of all my joys, 


My God, my lite, my love, — 
My God, how endleſs is thy love 
My God, how cheerful is the ſound 
My ſoul, come meditate the day, 


My Saviour dy'd, Oh wondrous grace! 


N 


Now, Lord, we part in thy g 
Now for a tune of lofty praiſe 
Now to Lord that makes us know 
Nothing but thy Blood, O Jeſus, 
Not. all the outward forms on earth 
Not all the blood of beaſt 

Now let our ſouls on wings ſublime, 
Naked as from the earth we came 
Now to the great and ſacred Three, 


reat Name, 
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IN D E X. 


O 


O! It is a ſweet employ - 

O Jeſus, our Lord - 

O for a cloſer walk with God, {46 
ur Saviour and friend, 

O Lord, how great's the favour 

One there is, above all others, — 

O Lord, our languid ſouls inſpire, 

Our God, in whom are all the ſprings 


Our ſpirits look to God alone; — 
Our heavenly Father calls, - 
Our Saviour alone, 
O'er thoſe gloomy hills of a 
O my diſtruſtful heart, — 
Our Shepherd alone, 
Oh what amazing words of grace . 
P 
Peace be to this Congregation, — 


Praiſe to our Shepherd's gracious name, 
Pray” r was appointed to — - 


FD 23x 


R 
Repentance, Holineſs, and Faith - -" += - 
Rejoice, ye ſaints, in ev'ry ſtate, = - 
Riſe, my ſoul, and ftretch thy wings, - — 
| | 8 
Sweet is the work my God my King - 2 
See all things by the power and love - - 

See, deareſt Lord, we humbly meet - - 45 
Salvation ! O the joyful ſound ! - - 50 
Saviour of men, and Lord of love - - 69 
See Lord, thy willing ſubjects bow, - - 74 
Say, where's thy hope ? thou ſinner ſay, - 136 
Strangers and ſojourners below. - - 187 


Stupend'ous grace ! heav'n's darling bleeds, - 200 
Sweet Jeſus, when thy death I view; - - 202 


| 7 
This is the day the Lord hath made, . I 
Thanks to thy name, O Lord, that we - 11 
o God the only wiſe — - - 54 
o God the great, the ever - bleſt, - - 55 


The God who reigns on high, 1 8 88 


. 
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IN D E X. 


The praiſe of Sion waits for Thee, - 
Thee Father, we bleſs - 

'Thou dear Redeemer, dying Lamb * 

The billows ſwell, the winds are high, 


There is 2 fountain filled with bl - 


'Thee we adore, eternal Name ! - 
The fpirits of the juſt, 

Twas on that dark, that doleful night, 
'This was compaſſion like a God, - 


To God the Father, God the Son, - 


To God the Father's throne — 
To Father, Son, and Holy Ghoſt, * 


U 


Up to the Lord, that reigns on high, 
Ns a a oh Cru - 


V 
Vital ſpark of > flame - 
| W 


Welcome ſweet day of reſt, 


We bleſs thy name, Oh! deareſt Lord, 
Where two or three, with ſweet accord, 


* a 


IND E X. 


We are a garden wall'd around. . 
Where ſhall we ſinners hide our heads, « — 
With all my pow'rs of heart and tongue, - 
Who ſhall the Lord's elect condemn ? n 
Why do we mourn departing friends, . — 
When 1 voy the wondꝰ rous croſs — 8 
| Y 
Fe ſervants of God, your Saviour AO "SD 
„ By age round the throne, ht 


(2) 
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COLLECTION or HYMNS; 


7 HYMN I. [C. M.] 
For the Loxp's Dar. 
HIS is the day the Loxo hath made, 


* He calls the hours his own; 
Let heav'n rejoice, let earth be glad, 
And praiſe ſurround the throne. 


To-day He roſe and left'the dead, 
And ſatan's empire fell; | 
To-day the ſaints His — ſpread, 
And all His wonders tell. 
A 


* HYMNS FOR 


Hoſanna to th' anointed King, 

To David's holy Son! 

Help us, O Lok; deſcend and bring 
Salvation from Thy throne. 


Bleſt be the Loxp, who comes to men 
With meſſages of grace; 

Who comes in Gop, his FarHER's name, 
Io ſave our ſinful race. 


Hoſanna in the higheſt ſtrains 

The church on earth can raiſe; 

The higheſt heav'ns, in which he reigns, 
Shall giye Hjm nobler praiſe. 


HYMN II. IL. M. ] 
pl is the work, my C Gop, my KINO, | 
g praiſe Thy name, give thanks, and ſing; 
To = Thy love by morning light, © U 
And talk of all Thy truth at * 


* 


THE LORD'S DAY, 


Sweet is the day of ſacred reſt, 2 
No mortal care ſhall ſeize my breaft; 
O may my heart in tune be found, 
Like David's harp, of folemn ſound ! 


My heart ſhall triumph jn my Lozp, 
And bleſs His works, and bleſs His word: 
Thy works of grace how bright they ſhine ! 
How deep Thy counſels ! how divine ! 


Fools never raiſe their thoughts ſo high, 
Like brutes they live, like brutes they die; 

Like graſs they fouriſh, till Thy breath 
Blaſt them in everlaſting death. 


But I ſhall ſhare a glorious part, 
When grace hath well refined my heart, 
And freſh | ſupplies of joy are ſhed, 
Like holy oil, to chear my head. 
A 2 
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Sin (my worſt enemy before) * 
Shall vex my eyes and ears no more: 

My inward foes ſhall all be ſlain, * 
Nor ſatan break my peace again. 4 


Then ſhall I ſee, and hear, and know, 
All ] deſir'd or wiſh'd below; 
And ev'ry pow'r find ſweet employ 
In that eternal world of joy. 


HYMN III. Ic. M. 


FREQU ENT the day of Gop returns 
To ſhed its quick'ning beams; 

et how ſlow devotion burns! 

How languid are its flames 


Accept our faint attempts to love, 
Our frailties, Lok d, forgive; 
We would be like Thy ſaints above, 
And praife Thee while we live. 


A 


THE LORD'S DAY. 


Increaſe, O Loxd, our faith and hope, 

And fit us to aſcend, 

Where the aſſembly ne'er breaks up, 
The ſabbath ne'er ſhall end. 

Where we ſhall breathe in heav'nly air, 
With heav'nly luſtre ſhine ; 

Before the throne of Gop appear, 
And feaſt on love divine. 

Where we, in high ſeraphic ſtrains, 
Shall all our pow'rs employ ; 

Delighted range the etherial plains, 
And take our fill of joy. 


HYMN CIT. [6 - 
OME, bleſs the Loxp, whoſe love aſſigns, 


| So ſweet a reſt to wearied minds 
Provides an antepaſt of heav'n, 


And gives this day the food of ſev'n. 
A's 


6 « HYMNS FOR 
O!] that our thoughts and thanks may riſe, 
As grateful incenſe to the ſkies ; 


And draw from heav'n that ſweet repoſe, 
Which none, but he that feels it, knows. 


This heav'nly calm, within the breaſt, 

Is the dear pledge of glorious reſt, 

Which for the Church of Gob remains, 9 
The end of cares, the end of pains. 


With joy, great God, thy works we view, 
In various ſcenes both old and new; 
With praiſe, we think on mercies paſt, 
With hope, we future pleaſures taſte. 


In holy duties let the day, | 

In holy pleaſures paſs away ; 
How ſweet a ſabbath thus to ſpend, 

In hope of one that ne'er ſhall end. 


THE LORD's DAY. 7 _ 


HYMN V. 


YOLY Gnosr; diſpel our ſadneſs, 
Pierce the clouds of ſinful night: 
Come, thou Source of ſweeteſt Gladneſs, 
Breathe Thy life, and ſpread Thy light; 
Loving Spirit, God of Peace, 
Great Diſtributor of Grace, 
Reſt upon this congregation ! 
Hear, O hear our ſupplication; 


From that height which knows no meaſure, 
As a gracious ſhow'r deſcend 
Bringing dowa the richeſt treaſure 
Man can wiſh, or Gop can ſend : 
O thou GLoxy, ſhining down 
From the FaTrtr and the Son, 
Grant us Thy, illumination ! 
Reſt upon this congregation. 
A4 
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Come, Thou beſt of all Donations 
Gad can give, or we implore; 
Having Thy ſweet conſolations, 
We need wiſh for nothing more : 
Come with unction and with pow'r, 
On our ſouls Thy graces ſhow'r ; 
Author of the new creation, 
Make our hearts Thy habitation. 


HYMN VI. [L.M.] 
1 gracious Spirit, heav'nly Dove, 
With light and comfort from above: 
Be Thou our guardian, Thou our guide; 
O'er ev'ry thought and ſtep preſide. 


Conduct us ſafe, conduct us far 
From ev'ry ſin and hurtful ſnare; 
Lead to Thy word that rules muſt give, 
And teach us leſſons how to live. 


THE LORD's DAY, | 9 


The light of truth to us diſplay, 

And make us know and chooſe Thy way; 
Plant holy fear in ev'ry heart, 

That we from Gob may ne'er depart, 
Lead us to holineſs, the road 

That we muſt take to dwell with Gop; 
Lead us to CarisT, the living way, 
Nor let us from his paſtures ſtray. 


Lead us to Gop, our final reſt, 

In his enjoyment to be bleſs'd ; 
Lead us to heav'n, the ſeat of bliſs, 
Where pleaſure in perfection is. 


HYMN VI. IL. M.] 


REAT Gop attend, while Sion ſings 
The joy that from Thy preſence ſprings ; 
| To ſpend one day with Thee on earth, | 
Exceeds a thouſand days of mirth. 
. A 5 


| 
| 
. 
b 
i 
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TID INN Pen I T_T SEES 
* 


10 HYMNS FOR 


Might I enjoy the meaneſt place 

Within Thy houſe, O Gop of Grace, 
Nor tents of eaſe, nor thrones of pow'r, 
Should tempt my feet to leave Thy door. 


Goo is our Sun, he makes our day: 
Gop is our Shield, he guards our way 
From all th' aſſaults of hell and fin, 
From foes without, and foes within. 


All needful grace will Gop beſtow, 
And crown that grace with glory too; 
He gives us all things, and with- holds 


No real good from upright ſouls. 


O Gov, our King, whoſe ſovereign ſway, 
The glorious hoſts of heaven obey ; 
And devils at Thy preſence flee ; 

Bleſt is the man truſts in Thee. 


— 


THE LORD'S DAY. 


HYMN VIII. [L. M. 
HANKS to Thy name, O Lox, that we 
One glorious ſabbath more behold; 
Dear Shepherd, let us meet with Thee 
Among Thy ſheep, in this Thy fold. 
Now, Loxp; among Thy tribes appear, 
And let Thy preſence fill the throng ; 


Thy awful voice let ſinners hear, 
And bid the feeble heart be ſtrong. 


Let ev'ry ſoul before Thee here, 
Thro' Thee the door now enter in, 
Find paſture with our Saviour dear, 
Sav'd from the guilt and pow'r of ſin. 
Dear tender-hearted Shepherd look, 
And let our wants Thy bowels move: 
And kindly lead Thy little flock, 
To the ſweet paſtures of Thy love. 


12 HYMNS rox 


There ſweetly feed our hungry ſouls, 
In flow'ry fields near the ſweet ſtream, 
Where living water gently rolls 
Towards the New Jeruſalem. 


HYMN IX. [8.8. 6.] 


: 3 of the Lamb, up to the ſkies 
| Let daily praiſe like incenſe riſe, 
To join with their's above. 
Worthy is He that once was ſlain, 
A race of rebels to regain, 
To have our choiceſt love, 


Into this ark, with great amaze, 

The winged ſeraphs, wond'ring gaze, 
Redeeming love to trace: 

Should mortals, who in part have found 

Redemption thro' the Sav1ovur's wounds, 

Refuſe to ſhout Free Grace? 


— 


* 


THE LORD'S DAY.. 


Cry then, to our REDetmer dear, 
He loves His people's voice to hear, 
They are his joy and crown ; 
E'er long we Him in clouds ſhall ſee, 
Cloathed in pomp and majeſty, 
His ranſom flock to own. 


Shower down Thy grace, O Jesvs, now, 
Through ev'ry veſſel let it flow, 

Each ſick'ning plant to chear : 
Rooted in Thee, O may we ſtand 
Unſhaken, waiting Thy command, 

And love Thy voice to hear. 


Freedom to ev'ry ſoul proclaim ; 
In ev'ry heart, O Jesvs, reign, 
And ſet the pris'ners free : 
Now, Lok, relieve each burden'd mind, 
And give us all, with joy to find, 
Eternal life in Thee. 


14 nuruns ron 
HYMN X. I. M. 


LEST be the FarRER, and his love, 
To whoſe celeſtial ſource we owe 
Rivers of endleſs joy above, 
And rills of comfort here below. 


Glory to Thee, great Sox of Gop! 
Forth from Thy wounded body rolls, 

A precious ſtream of vital blood, 
Pardon and life for dying ſouls. 


We give the ſacred Sp iR II praiſe, 
Who, in our hearts of ſin and woe, 

Makes living ſtreams of grace ariſe, 
And into boundleſs glory flow. 


Thus Gop the FarHER, Gob the Sox, 
And Gop the Sy1ikIT, we adore; 

T hat ſea of life, and love unknown, 
Without a bottom or a ſhore, 


THE LORD's DAY. | 
HYMN XI. [S. M. 


WELCOME, ſweet day of reſt, 
That ſaw the Load ariſe ; 
Welcome to this reviving breaſt, 
And theſe rejoicing eyes! 


The K ing himfelf comes near, 
And feaſts his ſaints to- day; 

Here we may lit, and fee him here 
And love, and praiſe, and pray. 


One day amidit the place 
Where my dear God hath been, 
Is ſweeter than ten thouſand days 
Of pleaſurable ſin. 


My willing ſoul would ſtay 
In ſuch a frame as this, 

And ſit and ſing herſelf away, 
To everlaſting bliſs, | 


16  HYMNs FOR 
HYMN XII. 


Senn Holy Gnosr, our ſouls inſpire, 
And warm with uncreated fire! 
Thou the Anointing Spirit art, 
Who doſt Thy ſeven-fold gifts impart: 
Thy bleſſed unction from above 
Is comfort, life, and fire of love. 


Enable with perpetual light 

The dulneſs of our blinded ſight; 
Anoint and chear us, all our days, 

With the abundance of Thy grace; 

Our foes convert; give peace at home: 
Where Thou art guide, no ill can come, 


Teach us to know the FarRHER, Son, 
And TREE; a Trinity in One: 

That, thro' the ages all along, 

This may be our endleſs ſong ; 


C 


" THE LORD'S DAY. | 17 


Praiſe to Thy eternal love, 
FATHER, SON, and myſtic 'Dovsz! 
' HYT.M NN XII. 
OW valt the benefits divine, 
Which we in CarisT poſleſs! 


Sav'd from the guilt of fin we are, 
And call'd to holineſs. 


But not for works which we have done, 
Or ſhall hereafter do, 

Hath Gop decreed on ſinful worms 
Salvation to beſtow. 


The glory, Lord, from firſt to laſt, 
Is due to Thee alone: 

Aught to ourſelves we dare not take, 
Or rob Thee of thy crown. 


Our glorious Surety undertook 
To ſatisfy for man, 


18 


And grace was given us, in Him, 
Before the world began. 


This is Thy will, that in Thy love 
We ever ſhould abide : 

And, lo! we earth and hell defy, 
To make Thy counſel void. 


Not one of all the choſen race, 
But ſhall to heav'n attain ; 

Partake, on earth, the purpos'd grace, 
And then with Ixs us reign. 


HYMN XIV. 
SEE all things by the pu r and love 
Oft our Immanvsr form'd anew, 
Behold the city of our Goo 
Deſcending to our raptur'd view ! 


There ſhall the ſaints triumphant dwell 
With angels, and their life enjoy; 


HYMNS FOR 


THE LORD'S DAY. 


And their harmonious harps and tongues 
In everlaſting praiſe employ. 


No more their bodies rack'd with pain, 
Or moulder'd by the curſe are found: 
Immortal from the duſt they riſe, 
And with immortal glory crown'd. 


Sin ſhall defile and vex no more, 
In infinite perfection loſt ; 

O, when ſhall we our harbour gain, 
And land upon the bliſsful coaſt! 


HYMN XV. 


) EPENTANCE, Holineſs, and Faith, 
By which to Thee we live, 

Are not conditions we perform, 

But Graces we receive, 


7% hy Spirit does not offer life, 
But raiſes from the dead : 
B 2 
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And neither aſks the ſinner's leave; | 
Nor needs the ſinner's aid. | 


Thy Pow'r, before the fruit is good, 
Muſt firſt renew the tree: 

We riſe, and work the works of Goo, 
When wrought upon by Thee. 


Each grace of our celeſtial birth 

From thy bleſt influence ſprings; 
Which plants, and nouriſhes, and , 
And to perfection brings. 


Gardens of thine, inclos'd and ſeal'd, # 
Thou all our works haſt wrought; 


And will eternal peace ordain, 
For thoſe thy blood hath bought. 


Had not thy love lain hold on us, 
We had not lov'd thee now: 

Poſſeſs us quite, thou Gop of grace, 
To whom our All we owe! 


THE LORD's DAY, 


HYMN XVI. 


H! it is a ſweet employ 
To bleſs the Gop of Love 
This completes the glorious joy 
Of happier ſouls above: _ 
Saints, admitted to the throne, 
Sing the grace which brought them there : 
Let us, as we journey on, | 
The heavenly triumph ſhare. 
Yes, we too have cauſe to ſing, 
As we to Sion go; * 
Wonder ſtrikes the grateful ſtring, 
And bids our boſom glow: 
Baſking in thy ſmile they ſtand; 
Sinners at thy feet we fall, | 
Till we reach the promis'd land, 
Where Thou art All in All, 
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Tho from Abra'm's breaſt detain'd, 
We travel here awhile; 
Thither our affections tend, 
Where ſaints forget their tail : 
With Thy praiſe upon our tongues, 
We the wilderneſs paſs thro'; 
T ruſting ſoon to mix our ſongs 
Wich their's who ſee Thee now. 
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They Thy promiſes fulfill'd, 
With ſhouts of joy proclaim: 
We, to full redemption ſeal'd, 
And lov'd alike with them, 
Sing Thy never- changing grace; 
| a ſhall to — 58? "MW 
Thou, whoſe will decreed our bliſs, 
Shall give the bliſs deereed, 


THE loads bar. 
H Y MN XVII. 


HAL, ſacred truth, thou ſource of peace, 
Replete with joys divine; | 
Thy wonders ſtill in me increaſe, - 
Make all Thy treaſures mine, 


Thy perfect bleſſings never fade, 
Thou pure eternal day, 

All ſorrows, like the night's dark ſhade, 
At Thy approach give way. 


Come, then, and make Thy fix'd abode, 
In ſpirit, body, ſoul, 

Unveil in me, the depths of Gop, 
And all that's falſe controul. 


Hr MN XVIII. [8.8.6] 
HERE Lox, in Thy great name we meet, 
And humbly worſhip at Thy feet; 
How dreadful is this place! 
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Since Thou haſt promis'd ta be here, 


With proſtrate bye we wou'd draw near. 


To ſeek Thy milder face. 


Oh! give us all a pure defite |. 
Kindle in us the holy fire! 


Which glow'd in ancient faints: . 


Give us to feel our ſinfulneſs, 
And ſink into a ſweet diſtreſs, 
And find out all our wants. 


Help us, like ſaints of old, to pray, 
Nor hide Thy face from us away 3 
Be preſent with us now: 
And let Thy ſweet redeeming love, | 
Deſcending from Thy throne above, | 


Sweetly among us flow. 
Oh! let us hear Thine heav 'nly voice, 
Bid ev'ry mournful heart rejoice, 
| With fin and ſorrow part: 


Ce * 
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MERSTIC BO WORSHAI B., 


Help us, to make our Saviour room; 
Come, Oh! Deſie of Nations, come, 
And dwell in ev'ry heart. 


HYMN XIX. [LM] 


E bleſs Thy name, oh, deareſt Lozp, 
That Thou doſt ſtill to us afford, 
Once more to meet together here, 

What love to us-wards doſt Thou hear ! 


Come, Jxsus, now fulfil thy word; 
Come, meet among us, deareft Loxd: ' 
Come, let us feel thy Spirit move, 
And fill, oh! fill us, with Thy love. | 
Then let our longing wiſhes riſe, _ 
Help us to breathe them thro' the ſkies ; 
To Thee, we'd pour out our complaints, 
Who hears the cries of all Thy ſaints, 


26 MEETING TO WORSHIP, 


Dear F ather, now, if we be thine, #7 
Make us to feel Thy power divine: 
Make ev'ry heart to leap for joy ; F 


Fill ev'ry ſoul with ſweet employ. 
Come like a mighty ruſhing wind, 
Let heav'nly love fill ev'ry mind: 
Then our rejoicing tongues ſhall raiſe, 
Sweet ſongs of great Jenovan's praiſe. 


HYMN XX. [6.4] F 


REAT FArnER of Mankind, N 
We bleſs that wond'rous grace, 
Which could for Gentiles find 
Within Thy courts a place: 
How kind the care 
Our Gop diſplays, 
For us to raiſe 


A houſe of pray'r ! 
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Tho! once eſtranged far, 
We now approach the throne ; 
For Jesvs brings us near, 
And makes our cauſe His own. 
Strangers no more, 
To Thee we come; 
And find our home, 
And reſt ſecure. 


To Thee our ſouls we join, 
And love Thy ſacred Name; 
No more our own, but thine, 
We triumph in Thy claim; 
Our Father-King, 
Thy cov'nant-grace, 
Our ſouls embrace, 
Thy titles ſing. 


Here in Thy houſe we feaſt 
On dainties all divine; 


83 MEETING TO WORSHIP, 


And while ſuch ſweets we taſte, _ 
With joy our faces ſhine : 
| Incenſe ſhall riſe 
From flames of love, 
And Gop approve 
The ſacrifice, 


HYMN XX. IL. M.] 
HERE two or three, with ſweet accord, 
Obedient to their ſovereign Lok v, 
Meet to recount his acts of grace, 
And offer ſolemn pray'r and praiſe, ' 


« There,” ſays the Savious, will! be. 
Amidſt this little company ; 16 


To them unveil my ſmilin le 
And ſhed my glories. round the place.“ 


We meet at thy command, dear Lond, "a 
Relying on thy faithful word; | 


I 
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| MEETING TO Wortnty. 
Now ſend thy Sprrrr from above, 
Now fill our hearts with heav'nly love. 


HYMN XXI. IC. M.] 


© ag Shepherd of thy people, hear, 
Thy preſence now diſplay ; 


As Thou haſt given a place of pray'r, 
So give us hearts to pray. 

Within theſe walls let holy peace, 
And love, and concord abel ; 

Here give the troubled conſcience eaſe, 
The wounded ſpirit heal. 

Shew us ſome token of Thy love, 
Our fainting hope to raiſe, 

And pour Thy bleſſings from above, 

That we may render praiſe, 
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And may the Goſpel's joyful ſound, 
Enforc'd by mighty Grace, 
Awaken many ſinners round, 
To come and fill the place. 


HYMN XXII. IL. M.] 


O. deareſt Lon p, deſcend and dwell, 

By faith and love, in ev'ry breaſt ; 
Then mal we know, and taſte, and feel, 
The joys that cannot be expreſs d. 


Come, fill our hearts with inward ſtrength, 
Make our enlarged ſouls poſſeſs; 

And learn the height, and breadth, and length, 
Of thine unmeaſurable grace. 


Now to the Gob whoſe pow'r can do 
More than our thoughts and wiſhes know, 
Be everlaſting honours done 

By all the Church, thro' CHRIST, his Son. 


Q 
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HYMN XXIII. (s. 8.] 


IN ſweet exalted ſtrains 
The King of Glory praiſe; 
O'er heav'n and earth he reigns, 
Thro' everlaſting days: 
He, with a nod, the world controuls, 
Suſtains or ſinks the diſtant poles. 


To earth he bends his throne, 
His throne of grace divine; 
Wide is his bounty known, 
And wide his glories ſhine: 
Fair Salem till his choſen reſt, 
Is with his ſmiles and preſence bleſt. 


Then, King of Glory, come, 
And with thy favour crown 

This temple as thy dome, 
This people as Thy own: 


42 MYTETING TO WORSHIP, 


Beneath this roof, O deign to ſhow, 
How Gop can dwell with men below. 


Here, may thine ears attend 
Our interceding cries, 
And grateful praiſe aſcend 
All fragrant to the ſkies : | 
Here may thy word melodious ſound, 
And ſpread celeſtial joys around. 


HYMN XXIV. [C. M.) 

Y ſoul, how lovely is the place 

To which thy Gop reſorts ! 
"Tis heav'n to fee his ſmiling face, 

Tho' in his earthly courts. 
There the great Monarch of the ſkies 

His ſaving Pow'r diſplays, 
And light breaks in upon our eyes 

With kind and quick'ning rays. 


MEETING TO WORSHI1F, 33 


With his rich gifts the heav'nly Dove, 
Deſcends and fills the place, 


While CEA Is r reveals his wond'rous love, 
And ſheds abroad his grace. 


There, mighty God, thy works declare 
The ſecrets of Thy will; 

And ſtill we ſeek Thy mercy there, 
And ſing Thy praiſes ſtill. 


HYMN XXV. c. M.] 


Hs honourable is the place 
Where we adoring ſtand ; 
Zion, the glory of the earth, 
And beauty of the land! 


Bulwarks of mighty grace defend 
The city where we dwell; - 
The walls, of ſtrong Salvation made, 

Defy th' aſſaults of _ 


34 MEETING TO WORSHIP. 


Lift up the everlaſting gates, 
T he doors wide open fling ; 

Enter, ye nations that obey 
The ſtatutes of our King. 


Here ſhall you taſte unmingled joys, 
And live in perfect peace; 


You, that have known Jznovan's Name, 


And ventur'd on his grace. 


Truſt, in the Lok, for ever truſt, 
And baniſh all your fears; 

Strength in the Lord Jerovan dwells, 
Eternal as his years, 


HYMN XXVI. [C.M.] 


IN God's own houſe pronounce his praiſe, 
His grace He there reveals; 
To heav'n your joy and wonder raiſe, 
For there his glory dwells, 
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MEETING "Y WORSHIP, 


Let all your ſacred paſſions move, 
While you rehearſe His deeds ; 

But the great work of ſaving love 
Your higheſt praiſe exceeds, 


All that have motion, life, and breath, 
Proclaim your Maker bleſt; 

Yet when my voice expires in death, 
My ſoul ſhall praiſe him beſt. 


HYMN XXVII. IL. M. 
BLEss, O, my ſoul, the living God, 
Call home thy thoughts that rove abroad; 
Let all the pow'rs within me Join, 
In work and worſhip ſo divine. 


Bleſs, O, my ſoul, the Gop of Grace; 
His favours claim the higheſt praiſe : 
Why ſhould the wonders He hath wrought, 
Be loſt ; in ſilence, and forgot? 
C 2 


35 
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*Tis He, my ſoul, that ſent his Son, 
To die for crimes which thou haſt done : 
He owns the Ranſom, and forgives 

The hourly folies of our lives. 


The vices of the mind He heals, 
And cures the pains that nature feels: | 
Redeems the ſoul from hell, and faves | 
Our waſting life from threat'ning graves. N 
Our youth decay d his pow'r repairs ; 
lis mercy crowns our growing years : 


ſatisfies our mouth with good, 
And fills our hopes with heav'nly food. 


HYMN XXVIII. IL. M.] 


EX in his earthly temples lays 
Foundations for his heav'nly praiſe: 


He likes the tents of Jacob well, 
But ſtill in Zion loves to dwell. 


MEETING TO WORSHIP, 


His mercy viſits ev'ry houſe 

That pay their night and morning vows; 
But makes a more delightful ſtay 

Where churches meet to praiſe and pray. 


What glories were deſcrib'd of old! 
What wonders are of Zion told! 

Thou city of our Gop below, 

Thy fame ſhall Tyre and Egypt know. 


Egypt and Tyre, and Greek, and Jew, 
Shall there begin their lives anew: 
Angels and men ſhall join to ſing, 

The hills where living waters ſpring. 


When Gop makes up his laſt account, 

Of natives in his holy mount, 

*T will be an honour to appear, 

As one new-born, or __— there! 
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38 unfrin TO wonsn fr. 
HYMN XXIX. [8. 5. 
EACE be to. this congregation, 
Peace to every ſoul therein, 
Peace, the fore-taſte of ſalvation, 
Peace the fruit of cancel'd fin ! 
Peace, that ſpeaks its heav'nly Giver, 
Peace to ſenſual minds unknown, 


Peace divine, that laſts for ever, 
Here erect its glorious throne! 


Lox, if now Thou paſſeth by us, 
Stand, and call us unto Thee ; 
Fully, freely juſtify us, | 
Give us eyes Thy love to ſee; 
Love that brought Thee down from heav'n, 
Made our Gop a man of grief; 
Loet it ſhew our fins forgiven : 
Help, O help our unbelief ! 


MEETING TO WORSHIP, 39 


Prince of Peace, if Thou art near us, 
Fix in all our hearts thy home; 
By Thy ſwift appearing cheer us, | 
Quickly let Thy kingdom come: 
Anſwer all our expectation, 
Give our raptur'd fouls to prove 
Glorious uttermoſt ſalvation, 
Heav'nly, everlaſting love. 


HYMN XXX. [L. M.] 


{Rs Holy Spirit come; 
Let thy bright beams ariſe ; 
Diſpel the ſorrow from our minds, 
T he darkneſs from our eyes. 


Cheer our deſponding hearts 
With viſitations ſweet ; 
Give us to lie, with humble hope, 
At our Redeemer's feet. 
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Revive our drooping faith, 
Our doubts and fears remove; 


And kindle in our breaſts the flame 
Of never- dying love. 


Convince us of our ſin, 
Then lead to IEsu's blood; 
And to our wond'ring view reveal 
The ſecret love of Gop. 


Shew us the ſinner's Friend 
That rules the courts of bliſs ; 


The Loxp of hoſts, the mighty God, 
Th' eternal Prince of Peace. 


HYMN XXXI. IL. M.] 


ELOVED Saviour, faithful Friend, 
The joy of all thy coſs's train; 
In mercy to our aid deſcend, 
Or elſe we worſhip Thee in vain. 


Fa 


MEETING TO WORSHIP, 


In vain we meet to ſing and pray, 
If CarisT his influence with-hold ; 


Our hearts remain as cold as clay, 
Till we our Gop by faith behold. 


Then let us feel Thy healing beams 
And view Thy reconcil'd face; 

Yea, prove Thy preſence in theſe means, 
To bleſs a vile and helpleſs race. 


Here manifeſt thyſelf in peace, 

Thy faithful mercies now make known : 
Oh! breathe on us a gale of grace, 

And ſend the cheering bleſſing down. 


We gladly for thy coming wait, 

Seeking to know Thee as Thou art; 
We bow as ſinners at thy feet, 

And bid Thee welcome to our heart. 


42 MEETING TO WORSHIP. 


HYMN XXXII. [S. M.] 
TEAR Lord attend our pray'r, 


And all our wants relieve ; 
Come to our hearts, and dwell 'Thou there, 
That Thou in us may'ſt live. 


In weakneſs we draw nigh 
Unto the throne of grace; 

Anſwer a ſinner's mournful cry, 
And fill us with thy peace. 


Thou read'ſt the naked breaſt 
For liberty we groan ; 

We ſigh in Thee, our Lox, to reſt, 
And worſhip Thee alone. 


If trials vex our mind, 
Cloſe to Thy wounds we'll flee 
No refuge may we elſewhere find, 
But what we find in Thee. 


MEETING TO WORSHIP, 


To Thee we come, our Friend, 
As ſinners poor indeed ; 

On Thee for future grace depend, 
Our help in ev'ry need. 


HYMN XXXIII. [8.7.] 


Her GHOST, inſpire our praiſes, 
Touch our hearts, and tune our tongues ! 


Laud we now thy name, O Jesvs, 
Heav'n ſhall echo with our ſongs. 


Ev'ry ſtate, howe'er diſtreſſing, 
Shall be profit in the end; 

Ev'ry ordinance a bleſling ; 
Ev'ry providence a friend. 


BLesstD Lord, be Thou our teacher, 
Helper, counſellor, and guide; 

Speak the promiſe thro' the preacher, 
And the hearing ear provide. 


44 MEETING TO WORSHIP; 


Vain is learning, parts, or merit, 
Vain the native pow'rs of man; 
Jzsus ! ſend thy Holy Spirit, 
So diſplay the goſpel plan. 


HYMN XXXIV. [L.M.] 

ES Us, where'er thy people meet, 
There they behold thy mercy ſeat, 
Where'er they ſeek Thee, Thou art found, 
And ev'ry place is hallow'd ground. 


For Thou, within no walls confin'd, 
Inhabiteſt the humble mind ; 

Such ever bring Thee, where they come, 
And going, take Thee to their home. 


Dear Shepherd of thy choſen few, 
Thy former mercies here renew ; 
Here, to our waiting hearts, proclaim 
The ſweetneſs of thy ſaving Name. 


MEETING TO WORSHIP, 


Here may we prove the pow'r of pray'r 
To ſtrengthen faith, and ſweeten care ; 
To teach our faint deſires to riſe, 

And bring all heav'n before our eyes. 


- BenoLD! at thy commanding word, 
Let Sion ſtretch her cords abroad: 
Come then, and fill that wider ſpace, 
And bleſs us with a large increaſe. 


Lord we are few, but, Thou art near ; 
Nor ſhort thine arm, nor deaf thine ear; 
Oh rend the heav'ns, come quickly down, 
And make a thouſand hearts thine own. 


H Y M N XXXV. [C.M.] 


SEE, deareſt Lox D, we humbly meet 

Y To ſupplicate thy grace, 

That we may hear thy precious word; 
And ſee thy milder face. 
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Let us the ſheep, by Ixsus nam'd, 
Our Shepherd's mercy bleſs, 

Let us whom Jesvs hath redeem'd, 
Shew forth our thankfulneſs. 


GREAT God, thy ſov'reign aid impart, 
And give thy word ſucceſs : 
Write thy ſalvation on our heart, 
And grant us all thy grace. 


Long we have fat beneath the ſound 
Of thy ſalvation Lox p; 

But ſtill how weak our faith is found, 
And knowledge of thy word. 


But when to yonder world we go, 
Thy glory to behold ! 

Where ſtreams of endleſs pleaſures flow, 
Our hearts will ne'er grow cold. 


AT PARTING. 47 


HYMN XXXVI. [L.M.] 


Dee us with thy bleſſing Lozp, 
Help us to feed upon thy Word; 
What Thou has ſeen amiſs forgive, 


And CuarisT the truth within us live. 


Tho' we are vile, yet thou art good, 
Waſh all our works in Jzsv's blood, 
Give ev'ry fetter'd ſoul releaſe, 
And bid us all depart in peace. 


HYMN XXXVI. [L. M.] 


IN OW, Lono, we part in thy great Name, 
In which we here together came : 

Help us, our few remaining days, 

To live unto Jexovan's praiſe. 
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48 AT PARTING, 


Help us in life and death to bleſs 

The Lox, our ſtrength, and righteouſneſs ; 
And bring us all, to meet above, 

Then ſhall we better ſing Thy love. 


HYMN XXXVIII. 


FOR a ſeaſon call'd to part, 
Let us now ourſelves commend 
To the gracious eye and heart 
Of-our ever-preſent Friend, 


Jzesvs, hear our humble pray'r ! 
Tender Shepherd of thy ſheep ! 

Let thy Mercy and thy Care, 
All our ſouls in ſafety keep. 


In thy ſtrength, may we be ſtrong, 
Sweeten ev'ry croſs and pain: 
Give us, if we live, ere long 
In thy Peace to meet again. 


; AT PARTING. 
Then if Thou thy help afford, 
Ebenezers ſhall be rear d; 


And our ſouls ſhall praiſe the Loxp, 
Who our poor petitions heard. 


HYMN XXXIX. [C.M.] 


LEST be the dear uniting love 

LI That will not Et us part; 

Our bodies may far off remove, 
We ſtill are join'd in heart. 

Join'd in one Spirit to our head, 
Where he appoints we go : 

And ſtill in Jzsv's footſteps tread, 
And do his work below. 


O let us ever walk in Him, 
And nothing know beſide ! 
Nothing deſire, nor ought eſteem, 
But Jzsvus crucify'd. 
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Cloſer and cloſer let us cleave 
To his belov'd embrace: 

Out of His fulneſs to receive, 
And plenteous grace for grace. 


But let us haſten to the day 
Which ſhall our fleſh reſtore ; 

When vanquiſh'd death ſhall ſhrink away 
And bodies part no more. 


HYMN XL. IC. M.] 


GQALYATION) O the joyful ſound ! 
W hat pleaſure to our ears ! 
A ſov'reign balm for ey'ry wound 
A cordial for our fears. 


Bleſſing, honour, praiſe and power, &c, 


SALVATION | let the echo fly 
The ſpacious earth around, 


C. 


AT PARTING. | $1 


While all the armies of the ſky 
Conſpire to raiſe the ſound! 
Bleſſing, honour, praiſe and power, &c. 


SALVATION ! O Thou bleeding Lams, 
To Thee the praiſe belongs ; 
Salvation ſhall inſpire our hearts 
And dwell upon our tongues, 
- Bleſſing, honour, praiſe and power, Ke. 


HYMN XLI. IS. M.] 


O JESUS, our Lox Dp, 
Thy name be ador'd | 
For all the rich bleſſings convey'd thro” thy word! 
In ſpirit we trace 
Thy wonders of grace, 
And chearfully join in a concert of praiſe. 


The ancient of days 
His glory diſplays, 
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And ſhines on his choſen with cheriſhing rays. 
The trumpet of Goo 
Is ſounding abroad, 

The language of mercy ſalvation thro' blood. 


Thrice happy are they 
Who hear and obey, 
And ſhare in the bleſſings of this goſpel diy. 
The people who know 
The Saviour below, 
- With burning affection to worſhip him glow. 


(Their anguiſh and ſmart 
And ſorrows depart, 
Who find His ſalvation inſcrib'd on the heart.) 
The people are bleſt 
Who lean on his breaſt, 
And have a rich foretaſte of his promis'd reſt. 


| AT PARTING. 
This blefling is mine 
Through favour divine, 
But, O my Revzemes, the glory be thine. 
The work is of grace, | 
| Thine, thine be the praiſe ! 
And mine to adore Thee; and tell of thy ways. 


HYMN XLII. [8.7.4] 


1 diſmiſs us with thy bleſſing; 
Fill our hearts with joy and peace; 
Let us each, thy love poſſeſſing, 
Triumph in redeeming grace: 
O refreſh us, 


Trav' ling through this wilderneſs. 


Thanks we give, and adoration, 
For thy goſpel's joyful ſound: 
May the fruits of thy ſalvation 
In our hearts and lives abound ; 
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May thy preſence 
With us, evermore, be found. 
So, whene' er the ſignal's given, 
Us from earth to call away; 
Borne on angels wings to heaven, 
Glad the ſummons to obey ; 
We ſhall ſurely 
Reign with CRRIST in endleſs day. 


HYMN XLIII. ILS. M.] 
£ hy Gop the only wiſe, 
Our Saviour and our Kto, 
Let all the ſaints below the ſkies, 
Their humble praiſes bring. 
"Tis His almighty love, - 
His counſel and his care, 


Preſerves us ſafe from fin and death, 
And ev'ry hurtful ſhare. 


AT PAKTING, 


He will preſent our ſouls 
Unblemiſh'd and 
Before the glory of his face, 
With joys divinely great. 
Then all the choſen ſeed 
Shall meet around the throne, 
Shall bleſs the conduct of his grace, 
And make his wonders known. 


To our REDEEMINOG GOD, 
Wiſdom and pow'r belongs, 
Immortal crowns of Majeſty 

And everlaſting ſongs. . 


HYMN LXIV. [L. M.] 


O Gop the great, the ever-bleſt, 
Let ſongs of honour be addreſt: 
His mercy firm for ever ſtands ; 
Give him the thanks his love demands. 
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Who knows the wonders of thy ways? 
Who ſhall fulfil thy boundleſs praiſe ? 
Bleſt are the ſouls that fear thee ſtill, 
And pay their duty to thy will. 


Remember what thy mercy did * 

For Jacob's race, thy choſen ſeed; | 
And with the ſame ſalvation bleſs 
The meaneſt ſuppliant of thy grace. 


O may I ſee thy tribes rejoice, - 
And aid their triumphs with my voice! 
This is my glory, Loxp, to be, 
Join'd to thy ſaints, and near to Thee. 


HYMN LXV. IL. M.] 
JESUS, we bleſs thy Father's name; 

| Thy Gop and 6urs are both the ſame ; 

* What 1 'nly bleſſings from his throne, 

Flow down to ſinners thro' his Son | 


hes | 


HYMNS, 


* Car1sT be my firſt ele,” he ſaid ; 
Then choſe our ſouls in Cannier our head; ; 
Before he gave the mountains birth, 


Or laid foundations for the earth. 


Thus diFtternal love begin 
To raiſe us up from death and ſin, 
Our characters were then decreed, 


Blamgleſs in love, a holy ſeed. 


Predeſtinated to be ſons, 

Born by degrees, but choſe at once ; 
A new regenerated race, 

To praiſe the glory of his grace. 


HYMN XLVI. [L. M.! 


New for a tune of lofty praiſe 
To great Jexovan's equal Sox! 
Awake, my voice, in heav'nly lays, 


Tel] the loud wonders he hath done. 
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Sing how he left the worlds of light, 

And the bright robes he wore above; 

How ſwift and joyful was his flight, 
On wings of everlaſting love. 


Down to this baſe; this ſinful earth « of 
He came to raiſe our nature high ; . 

He came t' appeaſe almighty wrath ; 
Jzsus, the Gob, was born to die. | 

Lift up your eyes, ye ſons of light, 
Up to his throne of ſhining grace; 


See what immortal glories fit ( 
Round the ſweet beauties of his face. 


Amongſt a thouſand harps and ſongs 
Jesvs the Gob, exalted reigns ; 
His ſacred name fills all their tongues, II. 

And echoes thro' the heav'nly plains ! 


F 
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HYMN XLIVI. [L. M. 


U to the Loꝝ o, that reigns on high ; 
And views the nations from afar, 

Let everlaſting praiſes fly, 

And tell how large his bounties are. 


He over-rules all mortal things, 
And manages our mean affairs ; 


On humble ſouls the King of kings 
Beſtows his counſels and his cares. 


Our ſorrows and our tears we pour 
Into the boſom of our Goo; 

He hears us in the mournful hour, 
And-helps us bear the heavy load. 

In vain might lofty princes try 
Such condeſcenſion to perform ! 

For worms were never rais'd ſo high 


Above their meaneſt fellow-worm. 


__ _— HYMNS. 


O could our thankful hearts deviſe 
A tribute equal to thy grace, 
To the third heav'n our ſongs ſhould riſe, 
And teach the golden harps thy praiſe, 
HYMN XLVIII. IC. M. 
MY God! the ſpring of all my joys, 
| The life of my delights, | 1 
The glory of my brighteſt days, 
And comfort of my nights ! 
In darkeſt ſhades if he appear, 
My dawning is begun 
He is my ſoul's ſweet morning ſtar, 
And he my riſing ſun. 
The op'ning heav'ns around me ſhine 
With beams of ſacred bliſs, 
While Jz$vs ſhews his heart is mine, 
And whiſpers, I am his!“ 


OY 
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My ſoul would leave this heavy clay 
At that tranſporting word, 
Run up with joy the ſhining way 
T' embrace my deareſt Lox o. 
Fearleſs of hell and ghaſtly death, 
I'd break thro” ev'ry foe; 
The wings of love, and arms of faith, 
Should bear me conqu'ror thro”. 


HYMN XLIX. Ic. M.) 


FROM thee, my God, my joys ſhall riſe, 
And run eternal rounds, | 
Beyond the limits of the ſkies, 
And all created bounds. 


The holy triumphs of my foul 
Shall death itſelf outbrave ; 

Leave dull mortality behind, 
And fly beyond the grave. 
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There, where my bleſſed Jzsvs reigns, 
In heav'ns unmeaſur'd ſpace, 
I'll ſpend a long eternity 
In pleaſure and in praiſe. 
Millions of years my wond'ring eyes 
Shall o'er thy beauties rove, - 
And endleſs ages I'll adore 
The glories of thy love. 


Sweet Jzsvs ! ev'ry ſmile of thine 
- Shall freſh endearments bring; 
And thouſand taſtes of new delight 


From all thy graces ſpring. 
Haſte, my Beloved, fetch my foul 
Up to Thy bleſs'd abode ; 
Fly, for my ſpirit longs to ſee 
My Saviouk and my Gon. 


' HYMNS, 


HYMN I. IS. M. 
MI Gop, my life, my love, 
To Thee, to Thee J call; 


I cannot live if Thou remove, 
For Thou art all in all. 


Thy ſhining grace can cheer 
This dungeon where I dwell; 
Tis paradiſe when Thou art here; 
If Thou depart, 'tis hell. 


Not all the harps above 
Can make a heav'nly place, 
If God his reſidence remove, 
Or but conceal his face. 
Nor earth, nor all the ſky, 
Can one delight afford; 
No, not a drop of real joy, 
Without thy preſence, Lord. 
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Thou. art the ſea of love 
Where all my pleaſures roll: 

The circle where my paſſions move, 
And center of my ſo ul. 


To Thee my ſpirits fly 

With infinite deſire: 

And yet, how far from Thee I lie! 
Dear Jxsvs, raiſe me higher. 


HYMN LI. Ic. M.] 


Att ye that love the Lord rejoice, 
And let your ſongs be new; 
Amidſt the church with cheerful voice 
His later wonders ſnew. 


The Jews, the people of his grace, 
Shall their Redeemer ſing: 

And Gentile nations join the praiſe, 
While Zioa owns her King. 


HYMNS. 


The Lond takes pleaſure in the juſt, 
Whom ſinners treat with ſcorn; 

The meek that lig deſpis'd in duſt, 
Salvation ſhalf adorn. 


Saints ſhould be joyful in their King, 
Ev'n on a dying bed: 

And like the ſouls in glory ſing, 
For Gop ſhall raiſe the dead. 


Then his high praiſe ſhall fill their tongues, 
Their hands hall weild the ſword : 
And vengeance ſhall attend their ſongs, 
The vengeance of the Loxð. 

When Cnzisr the judgment-ſeat aſcends, 
And bids the mol. appear, 

Thrones are prepared for all his friends, 
Who humbly lov'd him here. 


E 
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HYMN LI IL. M.] 
New to the Lok that makes us know 


The wonders of his dying love, 
Be humble honours paid below, 
And ſtrains of nobler praiſe above. 


*T was he that cleans'd our fouleſt fins, 
And waſh'd us in his richeſt blood; 
Tis he that makes us prieſts and kings, 
And brings us rebels near to God. 

To Ixsus our atoning prieſt, 
To Jzsvs our ſuperior King, 
Be everlaſting, pow'r confeſs'd, 
And ev'ry tongue his glory ſing. 
Behold, on flying clouds he comes, 
Andev'ry eye ſhall ſee him move; 
'Tho' with our fins we pierc'd him once; 
Then he diſplays his pard'ning love. 


HYMNS, 


The unbelieving world ſhall wail, 
While we rejoice to ſee the day : 

Come, Lord, nor let thy promiſe fail, 
Nor let thy chariots long delay. 


HYMN LIV. Ic. M.] 


„ let us join our cheerful ſongs 
With Angels round the Throne 
Ten thouſand thouſands are their tongues, 

But all their joys are one. 


Worthy the Lams that dy'd (they cry) 
To be exalted thus: 
Worthy the LAB; (our lips reply) 


For he was ſlain for us. 


Jesvs is worthy to receive 
Honour and pow'r divine; 
And bleſſings more than we can give, 
Be, Lord, for ever thine, | 
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Let all that dwell above the ſky, 
And air, and earth, and ſeas, 

Conſpire to lift thy glories high, 
And ſpeak thine endleſs praiſe. 


The whole creation join in one, 
To bleſs the ſacred Name 

Of him that ſits upon the Throne, 
And to adore the Lamb. | 


HYMN LV. [L. M. 


E are a garden wall'd around, 
Choſen and made peculiar ground; 
A little ſpot inclos'd by grace, 
Out of the world's wide wilderneſs. 


Like trees of myrrh and ſpice we ſtand, 
Planted by God the FaTHER's hand; 
And all his ſprings in Sion flow, 

To make the young plantation grow. 


HYMNS. 69 


Awake, O heavenly wind ! and come, 
Blow on this garden of perfume ; 
Spirit divine! deſcend and breathe 

A gracious gale on plants beneath. 


Make our beſt ſpices flow abroad, 

To entertain our SAVIOUR God, 

And faith, and love, and joy appear, 
And ev Ty grace be active here. 


HYMN LVI. c. M.] 


QAVIOUR of men, and Lord of love 
© How ſweet Thy gracious Name 
With joy that errand we review, 
On which thy mercy came. 


While all thy own angelic bands 
Stood waiting on the wing, 
Charm'd with the honour to obey 
Their great eternal King. 
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For us, mean, wretched, ſinful men, 
Thou laidſt that glory by; 

Firſt in our mortal fleſn to ſerve 
Then in that fleſh to die. 


Bought with thy ſervice and thy blood, 
We doubly, Lox, are thine; 

To Thee our lives we would devote, 
To Thee our death reſign, 


HYMN LVII. [c. M.] 


WAKE, awake the ſacred ſong 
To our incarnate Goo; 
Let ev'ry heart, and ev'ry tongue 
Adore the eternal Word. 


That awful word, that ſov'reign pow'r, 
By whom the worlds were made; | 
(O happy morn ! illuſtrious hour!) 
Was once in fleſh array'd ! 
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Then ſhone almighty pow'r and love 
In all their glorious forme; 

When Jesvs left his throne above 
To dwell with ſinful worms. 


To dwell with miſery below, 
The Saviour left the ſkies 

And ſunk to wretchedneſs and woe, 
That worthleſs man might riſe. 


Adoring Angels tun'd their ſongs 
To hail the joyful day ; 
With rapture then, let mortal tongues 
Their grateful worſhip pay. 


What glory LORD, to thee is due! 
With wonder we adore ; 

But could we ſing as Angels do, 
Our higheſt praiſe were poor, 


E 4 


73 


HYMNS. 
HYMN LVII. [5.6] 


FULLNESS reſides 
In Jzsvs our head, 

And ever abides 

To anſwer our need; 
The Father's good pleaſure 

Has laid up in ſtore, 
A plentiful treaſure 

To give to the poor. 


Whate'er be our wants 
We need not to fear; 
Our num'rous complaints 
His mercy will hear: 
His fulneſs ſhall yield us . 
Abundant ſupplies; 
His power ſhall ſhield us 
When dangers ariſe. 
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The fountain o'erflows 
Our woe to redrefs, 

Stil! more he beſtows, 

And grace upon grace: 
His gifts in abundance 

We daily receive; 
He has a redundance 

For all that believe. 


Whatever diſtreſs 
Awaits us below, 
Such plentiful grace 
Will Jzsus beſtow, 
As ſtill ſnall ſupport us 
And ſilence our fear; 
For nothing can hurt us 
While Jesus is near. 


74 HYMNS. 
HYMN I. [LM 


GEE Lorp, thy willing ſubjects bow, 

Adoring low before Thy throne : 

Accept our humble, cheerful vow, 
Thou art our Sov'reign thou alone. 


Beneath thy ſoul-reviving ray, 

Even cold affliction's wintry gloom 
Shall brighten into vernal-day, 

And hope's and joy's immortal bloom. 


Smile on our ſouls, and bid us ſing, 
In concert with the choir above, 
The glories of our Saviour Kino, 
The condeſcenſions of his love. 


Amazing love! that ſtoop d ſo low, 
To view with pity's melting eye 

Vile men, deſerving endleſs woe! 
Amazing love! did Jesvs die? 


HYMNS, 


He died to raiſe to life and joy 
The vile, the guilty, the undone ; 

O let his praiſe each hour employ, 
Till hours no more their circles run ! 


HYMN LX. [L. M.] 


HE lives, the great REDEEMER lives, 

(W hat joy the bleſt Aſſurance gives !) 
And now before his Father Gop, 
Pleads the full merit of his blood. 


Repeated crimes awake our fears, 

And juſtice arm'd with frowns appears, 
But in the Saviouk's lovely face 
Sweet Mercy ſmiles, and all is peace. 


Hence, then, ye black deſpairing thoughts ! 
Above our fears, above our faults 

His pow'rful interceſſions riſe, 

And guilt recedes, and terror dies. 


a * HYMNS. 


In ev'ry dark diſtreſsful hour, 
When fin and Satan join their pow'r; 
Let this dear hope repel the dart, 
That Jesvs bears us on his heart. 


Great Advocate, Almighty Friend, 
On Thee our humble hopes depend: 
Our caule can never, never fail, 

For Jesvs pleads and muſt prevail. 


HT MN LXI. IS. 7.] 


123 thou long expected IEsus, 
Born to ſet thy people free; 
From our fears and ſins releaſe us, 
Let us find our reſt in Thee: 
Iſrael's ſtrength and conſolation, 
Hope of all the ſaints Thou art; 
Dear deſire of ev'ry nation, 


Joy of every longing heart. 
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Born thy people to deliver; 

Born a child, and yet a king ; 
Born to reign in us forever, 

Now thy gracious kingdom bring: 
By Thine own eternal Spirit, 

Rule in all our hearts alone; 
By thine all- ſufficient merit, 

Raiſe us to Thy glorious throne. 


HYMN LXII. IS. 9.] 


JES US, how precious is thy Name ! 
The great Jznovan's darling, thou! 

O let me catch the immortal flame, 
With which angelic boſoms glow ! 

Since angels love thee, I would love, 
And imitate'the blefs'd above. 


My Prophet thou, my heavenly guide, 
Thy ſweet inſtructions I will hear; 
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T he words that from thy lips proceed, 
O how divinely ſweet they are! 

Thee my great Prophet I would love, 
And imitate the bleſs'd above. 


My great High Prieſt, whoſe precious blood 

Did once atone upon the croſs ; | 
Who now does intercede with Gop, 

And plead the friendleſs ſinner's cauſe : 
In thee I truſt, thee I would love, 

And imitate the bleſs'd above. 


My King ſupreme, to thee I bow, 
A willing ſubject at thy feet; 

All other Lords I diſavow, 
And to thy government ſubmit: 

My Saviour King, this heart would love, 
And imitate the bleſs'd above. 


HYMNS. 


HYMN LXIII. [L. M.] 


ä JESUS, the ſpring of joys divine, 
Whence all true hopes and comforts flow ; 
Jesvs, no other Name but'thine, 
Can ſave us from eternal woe. 


In vain would boaſting reaſon find 
The way to happineſs and Gop ; 

Her weak directions leave the mind 
Bewilder'd in a dubious road. 


No other Name will heav'n approve ; 
Thou art the true, the living Way, 
(Ordain'd by everlaſting love,) 
To the bright realms of endleſs day. 


Here let our conſtant feet abide, 
Nor from the heav'nly path depart ; 
O let thy Spirit, gracious guide, 
Direct our ſteps, and cheer our heart. 


0 ; HYMNS, 


Safe lead us thro” this world of night, 
And bring us to the bliſsful plains, 

The regions of unclouded light, 
Where perfect joy for ever reigns. 


HYMN IIV. [C. M.] 


O FOR a cloſer walk with God, 
A calm and heav'nly frame! 
A light to ſhine upon the road, 
That leads me to the Lams ! 


Where is the bleſſedneſs I knew, 
When firſt I knew the Lorp ? 

W here is the ſoul-refreſhing view 
Of Jxsus and his word? 


What peaceful hours I then enjoy'd ! 
How ſweet their mem'ry ſtill ! 

But now I find an aching void, 
Which none but Gop can fill. 


HYMNS, 


Return, O holy Dove, return, 
Sweet meſſenger of reſt! 

I hate the ſins that make me mourn, 

That drove Thee from my breaſt, 


The deareſt idol I have known, 
W hate'er that idol be; 

Help me to bear it from thy Throne, 
And worſhip only Thee. 


So ſhall my walk be cloſe with God, 
Calm and ſerene my frame; 

And light divine mark out the road, 
That leads me to the Lams. 


HYMN ILXV. [6. 4] 


mp to. Gop on high, 
Let heav'n and earth reply, 
Praiſe ye his name 
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Angels his love adore, 
Who all our ſorrows bore, 
And ſaints cry evermore, 
« Worthy the Lams !” 


All they around the throne 
Cheerfully join in one, 
Praiſing his name, 
We, who have felt his blood 
Sealing our peace with Gop, 
Sound his dear fame abroad ; 

« Worthy the LAuz! 1 


Join all the ranſom'd race 
Our Loa p and Gop to bleſs : 

Praiſe ye his name! | J 
In him we will rejoice,” | | 
Making-a cheertul noiſe; ; 
And ſhout, with heart and voice, 

« Worthy the LAB!“ 


MYMNS, 


Tho' we muſt change our place, 

Yet ſhall we never ceaſe 
Praiſing his name: 

To him we'll tribute bring; 

Hail him our gracious King: 

And, without ceaſing, ſing, 


« Worthy the Lams!” 


HYMN -LXVI. IS. M.] 


8 tis a charming ſound, 
Harmonious to the ear: 
Heaven with the echo ſhall reſound, 
And all the earth ſhail hear. 


Grace firſt contriv'd a way 
To fave rebellious man ; 
And all the ſteps that Grace diſplay, 
Which drew the wond'rous plan, 
F 2 
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Twas Grace that wrote my name 
In thy eternal book : 
*T was Grace that gave me to the Lamb, 
Who all my ſorrows took. 


Grace forc'd my wand'ring feet 
To tread the heav'nly road : 
And new ſupplies each hour I meet, 
While preſſing on to Gop. 


Grace taught my ſoul to pray, 
And made my eyes o'erflow : 

'T was Grace which kept me to this day, 
And will not let me go. 


Grace all the work ſhall crown, 
Through everlaſting days : 

It lays in heav'n the top-moſt ſtone, 

And well deſerves the praiſe, 


_ 
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HYMN LXVII. [L M.] 
BEFORE Jznovan's awful throne, 


Ye nations, bow with ſacred joy; 
Know that the Lorp is Gop alone; 
He can create, and He deſtroy. 


His ſov'reign pow'r without our aid, 
Made us of clay and form'd us men ; 
And when like wand'ring ſheep we ſtray'd, 

He brought us to his fold again. 


We'll crowd thy gates with thankful ſongs, 
High as the heav'ns our voices raile ; 

And earth with her ten thouſand tongues 
Shall fill thy courts with ſounding praiſe. 


Wide as the world is thy command, 
Vaſt as eternity thy love ; 

Firm as a rock thy truth muſt ſtand, 
When rolling years ſhall ceaſe to move. 


1 


en. 
HYMN LXVIII. Ic. M.] 


1 I would ſpread my fore diſtreſs 
And guilt before thine eyes : 


| Againſt thy law, againſt thy grace, 
How high my crimes ariſe ! 

Should'ſt Thou conſign my ſoul to hell, 
And cruſh my fleſh to duſt, 


Heav'n would approve thy vengeance well, 
And earth muſt own it juſt. 


No works nor righteouſneſs of men 
For fin can e' er atone : 


The death of CHRIST ſhall ill remain 
Sufficient and alone. 


Then do not from my ſoul depart, 
Nor drive me from thy face; 
Create anew my ſinful heart, 


And fill my mouth with praiſe. 


HYMNS, 


HYMN LXIX. [8.7.] 


NOTHING but thy blood, O Jesvs, 
Can relieve us from our ſmart ; 

Nothing elſe from guilt releaſe us; 

Nothing elſe can melt the heart. 


Law and terrors do but harden, 
All the while they work alone, 
But a ſenſe of blood-bought pardon 
Soon diſſolves a heart of ſtone. 


Jzsvs, all our conſolations 
Flow from Thee, the ſov'reign good : 
Love, and Faith, and Hope, and Patience, 
All are purchas'd by Thy blood. 


From thy fullneſs we receive them; 
We have nothing of our own ; 
Freely Thou delight'ſt to give them 
| To the needy who have none. 
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Teach us, by thy patient ſpirit, 
How to mourn and not deſpair: 

Let us, leaning on thy merit, 
Wreſtle hard with Goo in pray'r. 


n. . . 41 


THE Gop who reigns on high, 
The great arch-angels ſing, 
And“ Holy, Holy, Holy,” cry, 
« ALMIGHTY RING! 
« Who was, and is, the ſame; 
« And evermore ſhall be; 
* IEHOVAH— Father Great I am 
e We worſhip Thee.“ 


Before the Saviovk's face 
The ranſom'd nations bow; 
O'erwhelm'd at his ALMIOHTY grace, 
For ever new: 


/ 
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He ſhews his prints of love, 
They kindle to a flame ! 1 
And ſound, thro' all the worlds above, 
The ſlaughter'd Lams. 


The whole triumphant hoſt, 
Give thanks to Gop on high ; 
c Hail, FarRHER, Sox, and Holy Ghost.“ 
They ever cry: | 
Hail, Abr'ham's Gop and mine, 
I join the heavenly lays ; 
All might and majeſty are Thine, 
| And endleſs praiſe. 


HYMN LXXI. [C.M.] 


HY happy are we, 
Our election who lee, 


And can venture our ſouls on thy gracious decree ! 


=. ens. 
In Jzsvs approv'd ; 
From eternity lov'd ; 

And held in his hand, whence we cannot be mov'd ! 


"Tis ſweet to recline 
On the boſom divine, 
And experience the comforts peculiar to Thine: 
While born from above, 
And upheld by Thy love, 
We with ſinging and triumph to Sion remove. 


As doves we have preſt 
To the ark of Thy breaſt, 
That harbour of ſafety, that centre of reſt : 
Thou haſt taken us in, 
Thou haſt cancel'd our fin, 
And ſown the ſure ſeed of Salvation within. 


Our ſeeking Thy face 
Was the fruit of Thy Grace a 
Thy goodneſs deſerves, and ſhall have all the praiſes. 


HYMNS. 91 


No ſinner can be 
| ' Beforehand with Thee ; 
Thy grace is preventing, ALM1cHTy and free, 


Effectually drawn, 
We come to Thy Sox; [own : 
And thoul't perfect the work, for the work was Thy 
Thy breath, from above, 
The ſpark ſhall improve; 
No floods can extinguiſh our dawning of love. 


HYMN LXXII. 


OUR Sav1ouk and Friend, 
His love ſhall extend; 
It knew no beginning, and never ſhall end: 
Whom once he receives, 
His Spirit ne'er leaves; 


Nor revokes, nor repents of the grace that he gives. 


Through mercy we taſte 
| The inviſible feaſt, 
The bread of the kingdom, the wine of the bleſt: 
Who grants us to know 
His drawings below, 
Will endleſs ſalvation and glory beſtow. 


This proof wg can give, 
When Thee we receive, 
Thou art precious alone to the ſouls that believe: 
Thou art precious to us ; 
All beſide is as droſs, [ Thy croſs. 
When compar'd with Thy love, and the blood of 


HYMN LXXIII. 
Lr. one thing we want: f 


More holineſs grant; 


For more of Thy mind, and Thy likeneſs, we pant: 
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Thine image impreſs 
On Thy favourite race ; 
O! faſhion and poliſh Thy veſſels of grace. 


Thy workmanſhip we 
More plainly would be: 
Lox, take us in hand, and confirm us to Thee: 
Thy impreſſion to bear, 
Thy likeneſs to wear, 
Be this our ambition, our ſtudy and pray'r. 


Thou haſt made it our will 
To reſemble Thee ſtill: 
Turn our hearts to thy ſpirit, as clay to the ſeal : 
While onward we move 
To thy Canaan above, 
Make us holy and humble before Thee in love. 


All this ſhall be done; 
Tis already begun! f 
Thou, from conqu'ring to conquer, in us will go on: 
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In us, when we die, 
Thy grace from on high 
Will the finiſhing hand to thine image apply. 


HY M N LXXIV. [6.7.] 
O LORD, how great's the favour 


That we, ſuch ſinners poor, 
Can, through thy death's ſweet ſavour 
Approach thy mercy's door, 
And find an open paſſage 
Unto the throne of grace 
There wait the welcome meſſage, 
Which bids us go in peace: 


Lord, we are helpleſs creatures, 
Full of the deepeſt need, 

Throughout defil'd by nature, 
Stupid and inly dead; 
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Our ſtrength is perfect weakneſs, 
And all we have is fin; 
Our hearts are all uncleanneſs, 
.A den of thieves within. 


In this forlorn condition 

W ho ſhall afford us aid ? 
Where ſhall we find compaſſion, 

But in the church's head? 
Jesus, thou art all pity, 

Oh take us to thine arms, 
And exerciſe thy mercy, 

To ſave us from all harms. 


Then we, with all in glory, 
Shall thankfully relate 
Th' amazing, pleaſing ſtory 
Of Jzsv's love ſo great: 
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In this bleſt contemplation 
We ſhall for ever dwell, 
And prove ſuch conſolation 
As none below can tell. 


HY M N LXXV. 
LITE there is, above all others, 


Well deſerves the name of friend ; 
His 1s love beyond a brother's, | 
Coſtly, free, and knows no end: 
They who once his kindneſs prove, 
Find it everlaſting love ! 


Which of all our friends to ſave us, 
Could or would have ſhed their blood ? 
But our Jzsvs dy'd to have us, 
- Reconcil'd in him to Goo: 
This was boundleſs love indeed ! 
Jzsvs is a friend in need. 


— 


. When he liv'd on earth abaſed, 
Friend of finners was his name ; 
Now above all glory raiſed, 
He rejoices in the ſame : 
Still he calls them brethren, friends, 
And to all their wants attends. 


Oh! for grace our hearts to ſoften ! 
Teach us, Lok, at length to love; 
We, alas! forget too often, 
What a friend we have above; 
But when home our ſouls are brought, 
We will love Thee as we ought. . 


HYMN LXXVI. [L. M.! 
Y God, how endleſs is thy love! 
Thy gifts are ev'ry ev'ning new; 
And morning mercies from above, 


Gently diſtill like early dew. 
G 
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Thou ſpread'ſt the curtains of the night, 
Great Guardian of my ſleeping hours; 

Thy ſov'reign Word reſtores the light, 

And quickens all my drowſy pow'rs. 


I yield my pow'rs to Thy command ; 

To Thee I conſecrate my days; 

Perpetual bleſſings from thine hand 
Demand perpetual ſongs of praiſe. 


HYMN LXXVII. Ic. M.] 


Nor all the outward forms on earth 
Nor rites that Gob has giv'n, 
Nor will of man, nor blood, nor birth, 
Can raiſe a ſoul to heav'n. 


Th' ſov'reign will of Gop alone 
Creates us heirs of grace ; 

Born in the image of his Son, 
A new pecular race. 


* 
. 


) 
N 
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The Spirit, like ſome heav'nly wind, 
Blows on the ſons of fleſh, 


New-models all the carnal mind, 
And forms the man afreſh. 


Our quicken'd ſouls awake and riſe 
From the long ſleep of death; 
On heav'nly things we fix our eyes, 
And praiſe employs our breath. 
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1 o' erſpreads us here, 

But th' night wears faſt away; 

Jacob's ſtar will ſoon appear, 
Leading on eternal Day! 


Now 'tis time to rouſe from ſleep ; 
Trim our lamps, and ſtand prepar'd, 

For our Lord ſtrict watch to keep, 
Leſt he finds us off our guard. 
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Tho' already ſav'd by Grace, 
From the hour we firſt believ'd ; 
Yet while ſin and war have place, 
We have but a part receiv'd ; 
Still we for ſalvation wait, 
Ev'ry hour it nearer comes 
Death will break the priſon gates, 
And admit us to our homes. 


Sinners, what can you expect? 
You who now the Saviour dare; 
Break his laws, his grace reject, 
You muſt ſtand before his bar ! 
Tremble, leſt he ſay depart ! 
Oh the horrors of that ſound 
Lord, make ev'ry careleſs heart, 
Seek thee while thou may'ſt be found. 
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HYMN LXXIX. [C.M.] 


O LORD, our languid ſouls inſpire, 
For here, we truſt, thou art ! 
Send down a coal of heav'nly fire, 

To warm each waiting heart. 


Dear Shepherd of thy people here, 
Thy preſence now diſplay ; 
As thou haſt giv'n a place for pray'r, 
So give us hearts to pray. 
Shew us ſome token of thy love, 
Our fainting hope to raiſe; 
And pour thy bleſſings from above, 
That we may render praiſe. 


Within theſe walls let holy peace, 
And love, and concord dwell; 

Here give the troubled conſcience eaſe, 
The wounded ſpirit heal. 
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The feeling heart, the melting eye, 
The humble mind beſtow; 1 
And ſhine upon us from on high, 
To make our graces grow ! 


HYMN LXXX. II. M.] 


(GOD is the refuge of his ſaints, 


When ſtorms of ſharp diſtreſs invade ; 
Ere we can offer our complaints, 
Behold him preſent with his aid, 


Let mountains from their ſeats be hurl'd, 


Down to the deep, and buried there; 
Convulſions ſhake the ſolid world, 
Our faith ſhall never yield to fear. 1 


Loud may the troubled ocean roar, 
In ſacred peace our ſouls abide; | | 


. While ev'ry nation, ev'ry ſhore, 


Trembles, and dreads the ſwelling tide. 
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There is a ſtream, whoſe gentle flow 

Supplies the city of our Gop : 

Life, love, and joy, ſtill gliding thro”, 
And wat'ring our divine abode. 


That facred ſtream, thine holy Word, 

T hat all our raging fear controuls: 
Sweet Peace thy promiſes afford, 

And give new ſtrength to fainting ſouls. 


Sion enjoys her Monarch's love, 
Secure againſt a threat'ning hour, 
Nor can her firm foundations r moye, 
Built on his truth, and arm'd with pow'r. 


HYMN LXXXI. IL. M.] 


| 5 2. Gop, in whom are all the ſprings 
Of boundleſs love, and grace unknown ; 
Hide us beneath thy ſpreading wings, 
* the dark . is over-blown, 
4 
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Up to the heav'ns we ſend our cry 
The Lord will our deſires perform; 
He ſends his angels from the K . 
And faves us from the threat'ning ſtorm. 


Our hearts are fix'd, our ſong ſhall raiſe 
Immortal honours to thy Name; 

Awake our tongues, to ſound his praiſe, 
Our tongues the glory of our frame. 


High o'er the earth his mercy reigns, 
And reaches to the utmoſt ſky ; 

His truth to endleſs years remains, 
When lower worlds diſſolve and die. 


Be thou exalted, O our Gop ! 
Above the heav'ns where angels dwell ; 
Thy pow'r on earth be known abroad, 


And land to land thy wonders tell. 


* 
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OR ſpirits look to God alone; 

Our rock and refuge is his throne; ; 
In all our fears, in all our ſtraits, 
Our ſouls on his ſalvation waits. 


Truſt him, ye ſaints in all your ways, 
Pour out your hearts before his face; 
When helpers fail, and foes invade, 
Go is our all-ſufficient aid, 


Make not increaſing gold your truſt, 
Nor ſet your hearts on glitt'ring duſt ; 
Why will you graſp the fleeting ſmoke, 
And not believe what Gop hath ſpoke? 


Once has his awful voice declar'd, 
Once and again our ears have heard, 

| pow'r 1s his eternal due; 
He muſt be fear'd and truſted too. — 
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For ſov'reign pow'r reigns not alone, 
Grace is a partner of the throne ; 

Thy grace and juſtice, mighty Lox ! 
Shall well divide our laſt reward. 


4 
HYMN LXXXIII. [L. M.] 


GREAT Gop, indulge our humble claim, 
Thou art our hope, our joy, our reſt, 
The glories that compoſe thy Name, 
Stand all engag'd to make us bleſt. 


Thou great and good, thou juſt and wiſe, 
Thou art our Father and our Gop ! 

And we are thine by ſacred ties; 
Thy ſons, thy daughters, bought with blood. 


With heart, and eyes, and lifted hands, 
For Thee we long, to Thee we look; 
As trav'Ilers, in thirſty lands, 
Pant for the cooling water- brook. 
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With early feet we love t' appear 
Among thy ſaints, and ſeek thy face; 

Oft have we ſeen thy glory there, 
And felt the pow'r of ſov'reign grace. 


HYMN LXXXIV. IL. M.] 


HE praiſe of Sion waits for Thee, 
O God; and praiſe becomes thy houſe ; 
There ſhall thy ſaints thy glory ſee, 
And there perform their public vows. 


O Thou, whoſe mercy bends the ſkies 
To fave, when humble ſinners pray ; 

All lands to Thee ſhall lift their eyes, 
And iſlands of the northern ſea. 


Againſt our will our fins prevail, 
But grace ſhall purge away their ſtain ; 
The blood of CuhRIST will never fail 
To waſh our garments white again. 
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Bleſt are the men whom Thou ſhalt chooſe, | 
And give them kind acceſs to Thee; 
And give them places in thy houſe, 
To taſte thy love divinely free. 


HYMN LXXXV. [C.M.] 


OD our ſupporter and our hope, 
Our help for ever near, 
Thine arm of mercy held us up, 
When ſinking in deſpair. 


Thy counſels, Loxo, ſhall guide our feet 
Thro' this dark wilderneſs ; 

Thine hand conduct us near thy ſeat, 
To dwell before thy face. 


Where we in heav'n without our God, 
No jqy to us twould be; 

And whit this earth is our abode, 

We long for none but Thee. 
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What if the ſprings of life were broke, 
And fleſh and hearts ſhould faint ? 
God is our ſoul's eternal rock, 


The ſtrength of ev'ry ſaint ! 


Behold, the ſinners that remove 
Far from thy preſence die 

Not all the idol-gods they love, 
Can fave them when they cry. 

But to draw near to Thee, our God, 
Shall be our ſweet employ, 

Our tongues ſhall ſound thy works abroad; 
And tell the world our joy. 


HYMN LXXXVI. Ic. M.! 


OW precious is the book divine, 
By inſpiration giv'n ! | 

Bright as a lamp its doctrines ſhine, 

To guide our ſouls to heav'n. 
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It ſweetly cheers our drooping hearts 
In this dark vale of tears ; 

Life, light, and joy, it ſtill imparts, 
And quells our riſing fears : 

This lamp, thro” all the tedious night 
Of life, ſhall guide our way, 

Till we behold the clearer light, 
Of an eternal day. 


HYMN LXXXVI. [6.7.8.] 


UR heavenly Father calls, 
And CRHRISTH invites us near; 
With boch our friendſhip ſhall be ſweet, 
And our communion dear. 


Gov pities all our griefs, 
He pardons ev'ry day ; 
Almighty to protect our ſouls, 
And wile to guide our way. 
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How large his bounties are 

What various ſtores of good, 
Diffus'd from our Repeemer's hand, 

And purchas'd with his blood ! 
Jzsvs, our living Head, 

We bleſs thy faithful care; 


Our Advocate before the throne, 
And our forerunner there. 


Here fix, my roving heart ! 
Here wait, my warmeſt love ! 
Till the communion be compleat 
In nobler ſcenes above. 


HYMN LXXXVIII. Ic. M.) 


HERE ſhall we ſinners hide our heads, 
Can rocks or mountains ſave ? 
Or ſhall we wrap us in the ſhades 
Of midnight and the grave ? 
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Is there no ſhelter from the eye 7 
Of a revenging Goo? 

Jesus, to thy dear wounds we fly, 
Bedew us with thy blood. 


Thoſe guardian drops our ſouls ſecure, 
And waſh away our fin; 
Eternal juſtice frowns no more, 

And conſcience ſmiles within. 


We bleſs that wond'rous purple ſtream 
That cleanſes ev'ry ſtain ; 

Yet are our ſouls but half redeem'd 
If fin, the tyrant, reign. 


Lon v, blaſt his empire with thy breath, 
That curſed throne muſt fall 

Ye flatt'ring plagues, that work our death 
Fly, for we hate you all. 
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HYMN LXXXIX. [L. M. 


PRAISE to our Shepherd's grac'ous name, 
Who on ſo kind an errand came ; 

Came, that by him his flock might live, 

And more abundant life receive. 


Hail, great ImManver from above, 
High 12 ated on thy throne of love 

O pour the vital torrent down, a 
Thy people's joy, their Lord's renown. 


Scarce half alive we ſigh and cry; 
Scarce raiſe to thee our languid eye; 
Kind Saviovx, let our dying ſtate 
Compaſſion in thy heart create. 


The Shepherd's blood the ſheep muſt heal; 
O may we all its influence feel; 

Till inward deep experience ſhow, 

CHRIST can begin a heav'n below. 


H 
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THEE Father we bleſs 
| Whoſe diſtinguiſhing grace 
Selected a people to ſhew forth thy praiſe : 
Nor is thy love known 
By election alone; 
For, O! thou haſt added the gift of thy Sox. 


The goodneſs in vain 
We attempt to explain, 
Which found and excepted a ranſom for men, 
Great SuRETy of thine, 
Thou didft not decline 
To concur with the Father's moſt gracious deſign. 


To Jesvs our friend 
Our thanks ſhall aſcend, 
Who ſaves to. the utmoſt and loves to the end. 
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Our ranſom he paid! = 3 | 
In his merit array dd 
We attain to the glory for which we were made, 


Sweet Spirit of grace, 
Thy mercy we bleſs d 
For thy eminent ſhare in the council of Peace: 
Great Agent divine, 
| To reſtore us is thine, 
And cauſe us afreſh in thy likeneſs to ſhine. 


HYMN_XCI. IC. M.) 
ND art thou with us, grac'ous Lokp, 
To diffipate our fear? 


Doſt thou proclaim thyſelf our God, 
Our Go for ever near? 


Doſt thou a Father's bowels feel 
For all thy humble ſaints ? 
H 2 
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And in ſuch friendly accents ſpeak 
To ſooth their fad complaints? 


Why droop our hearts ? why flow our eyes 
While ſuch a voice we hear? 
Why riſe aur ſorrows and our fears, 
While ſuch a friend is near? 


To all thine other fayours, add 
An heart to truſt thy word ; 

And death itſelf ſhall hear us ſing, 
While reſting on the Loxrp. 


HYMN XCIIL. [C. M.! 
MY Gop, how cheerful is the ſound ! 
How pleaſant to repeat 


Well may that heart with pleaſure bound, 
Where Gop hath fix'd his ſeat. 


What want ſhall not our Gop ſupply 
From his redundant ſtores ? 
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What ſtreams of mercy from on high 
An Arm Almighty pours! 


From CurisT, the everlaſting ſpring, 
Theſe ample bleſſings flow: 

Prepare, my lips, his Name to ſing, 

Whoſe heart hath loy'd us fo. 


Now to our Father and our God, 
Be endleſs glory giv'n, 

Thro' all the realms of man's abode, 
And thro” the higheſt heav'n. 


HYMN .XCIII. [C. M.] 


FATHER of glory, to thy Name, 
Immortal praiſe we give, 
Who doſt an act of Grace proclaim, 
And bid us rebels live. 
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Immortal honour to the Sox, © 
Who makes thine anger — 2 3 


Our lives he ranſom'd with his own, 
And dy'd to make our peace. 


To thy almighty SPIRIT be 
Immortal glory giv'n; 

Whoſe influence brings us near to thee, 
And trains us up for heav'n. 


Let men, with their united voice, 
Adore th' eternal Go, 

And ſpread his honours and their joys, 
Thro'ꝰ nations far abroad. 


Let faith, and love, and duty join, 
One gen'ral ſong to raiſe; 
Let faints in earth, and heay'n combine, 
In harmony and praiſe, 


a runs. 


HYMN  XCIV. fc. M.] 


„ am my contemplative pow'rs, 
Go view heav'ns fields above; 
How they're adorned with the flow'rs, | 

Of Gop's unveiled love. 


There ever blooming beauty's ſeen, 
And fruits delicious grow; 

The Tree of Life, ſtands tall and green, 
And ſtreams tranſparent, flow. 

There angels round their heav'nly Kinc, 
Sing forth adoring ftrains ; 

Which with reſounding echo's ring, 
Thro' all the lightſome plains. 


There bleſſed Jzsvs, ſmiling fits, 

| Upon a throne of Grace: | 
Ten thouſand ſpotleſs beauties meet, 

In his moſt lovely face. 
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Thus, while we view the promis'd land, 
By faith in Jzsv's loves 

Our ſoaring ſpirits winged ſtand. 
And long to mount above. 5 


HYMN XCv. 


OU Saviouk alone, 
The Loxp let us bleſs, 
Who reigns on his Throne, 
The Prince of our peace; 
Who evermore ſaves us 
By ſhedding his blood; 
All hail, holy Jzsus, 
Our Loxp and our Goo! 
We thankfully ſing 5 
Thy glory and praiſe, 
Thou merciful ſpring 
Of pity and grace: 


* 
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Thy kindneſs for ever 
To men we will tell, 
And ſay, our dear Saviour 

Redeems us from hell. 


Preſerve-us in love, | 
While here we abide : 

O never remove | 
Thy preſence, nor hide 

Thy glorious falvation, 
Till each of us ſee 

With joy the bleſs'd viſion 
Compleated in thee ! 


HYMN XCVI. [C. M.] 
H long ſhall earth's alluring toys 
Detain our hearts and eyes, 
Regardleſs of immortal joys 
And ſtrangers to the ſkies? 
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Theſe tranſient ſcenes will ſoon decay, 
They fade upon the ſight; 

And quickly will their brighteſt day 
Be loſt in endleſs night. 

O could our thoughts and wiſhes, fly 
Above theſe gloomy ſhades, 

To thoſe bright worlds beyond the ſky, 
Which ſorrow ne'er invades. 


There joys unſeen by mortal eyes, 
Or reaſon's feeble ray, | 

In ever blooming proſpects: riſe, 
Unconſcious of decay. 


Lozp, ſend a beam of light divine, 
To guide our upward aim ! 

With one revrving touch of thine, 
Our languid hearts inflame. 
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Then ſhall, on faith's ſublimeſt wing, 
Our ardent wiſhes riſe, 

To thoſe bright ſcenes, where pleaſures ſpring, 
Immortal in the ſkies. 


/2, HYMN KXCVIL - IL. M.] 


IN thee, thou all- ſufficient God, 

The ſprings of happineſs ariſe, 
That cheer this howling waſte below, 
And bleſs the manſions: of the ſkies. 


We, the productions of thy pow'r, 
And penſioners upon thy love, 


Look to thy throne with longing eyes, 
And wait thy bleſſings from above. 


Protect the young from ev'ry ſnare, 
And let thy ſtaff ſupport the old, 
Relieve the poor, nor let the rich, 
Have all their heritage in gold. 
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Let joyful ſaints ſtill taſte thy grace, 
Give to the mourners heav'nly day, 

Suſtain the ſtrong, and quick revive, 
The with'ring plants from their decay. 


HY MN XCVIII. [8. 7. 4.1 


; 1 He cometh, countleſs trumpets 
Blow to raiſe the ſleeping dead; 
Midſt ten thouſand ſaints and angels 
See their great exalted Head. 
Hallelujah, 1 
Welcome, welcome Son of Gop. 


Full of joyful expectation 
Saints behold the Judge appear : 
Truth and Juſtice go debe him, 
Now the joyful ſentence hear. 
Hallelujah, 
Welcome, welcome Judge divine. 
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Come ye bleſſed of my Father, 
Enter into life and joy; 
Baniſh all your fears and ſorrows, 
Endleſs praiſe be your employ. 
Hallelujah, 
Welcome, welcome to the ſkies. 


Now at once they riſe to glory, 
Jzsvs brings them to the King; 
There, with all the hoſts of heaven, 

They eternal anthems ſing. 
Hallelujah, 
Boundleſs glory to the Lams. 


"HYMN XCIX. [C. M.) 


OME Lox, and warm each languid heart, 
Inſpire each lifeleſs tongue; 
And let the joys of heaven impart 
Their influence to our ſong. 
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Sorrow, and pain, and ev'ry care: * g 
And diſcord there ſhall ceaſe; 

And perfect joy, and love ſincere 4 
Adorn the realms of peace.” 7! 


The ſoul, from fin for ever free, 
Shall mourn its pow'r no More, 

But, cloath'd in ſpotleſs purity, 1 
Redeeming love adore. 


There on a throne, (how dazzling wright) 
Th' exalted Saviouk ſhines; 

And beams ineffable delight 
On all the heav'nly minds. 


LoxD tune our hearts to praiſe and love, 
Our feeble notes inſpire ; 1, - 

Till, in thy bliſsful courts above, 
We join th' angelic choir. 
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HT MN C. [LM] 


Th CurisT my treaſure's all contain'd ; 
By him my feeble ſoul's ſuſtain'd ; 
From Him ] all things do receive, 
Through H im my ſoul does daily live. 
With Him I daily love to walk, 

Of Him my ſoul delights to talk ; 

On Him I caſt my ev'ry care; 

Like Him one day I ſhall appear. 

| Bleſs Him, my ſoul, from day to day; 
Truſt Him to bring thee on thy way: 
Give Him thy poor weak ſinful heart; 
With Him, O never, never part 
Take Him for ſtrength and righteouſneſs, 
Make Him thy refuge in diſtreſs ;. 
Love Him above all earthly joy, 

And Him in ev'ry thing employ, 
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Praiſe. him in cheerful, grateful ſongs, 
To Him your higheſt praiſe belongs; 
To Him who does your heav'n prepare, 
And Him yow'll praiſe for ever there. 


HTN N CL. IS. 5.4] 


12 He comes vith clouds deſcending 
Once for favor'd ſinners ſlain ! 
Thouſand, thouſand ſaints attending, 
Swell the triumph of his train, 
Hallelujah 
Hallelujah, Amen. 


Ev'ry eye ſhall now behold Him, 
Rob'd in dreadful majeſty; | 
T hoſe who ſet at nought and fold Him, 
Pierc'd and nail'd Him to the tree, 
Deeply wailing, 
Shall the true Mzss1an ſee. 
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Ev'ry iſland, ſea, and mountain, 
Heav'n and earth ſhall flee away ; 
All who hate Him, muſt, confounded, 
Hear the trump proclaim the day, 
Come to judgment ! 
Come to judgment ! come away ! 


Now redemption, long expected, 
See! in ſolemn pomp appear ! 
All his ſaints, by man rejected, 
Now ſhall meet Him in the air: 
Hallelujah ! 
See the day of Gop appear ! 


Anſwer thine own bride and ſpirit, 
Haſten, Loxo, the general doom, 
The new heav'n and earth t' inherit 
* ake thy pining exhiles home, 
All creation 
Travails, groans, and bids Thee come. 
I 
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MIN . Ty] 
RETIIREN, let us join to bleſs 
Jxsus ChRISTH, our joy and peace: 

Let our praiſe to him be giv'n, 
High at Gop's right-hand in heav'n ! 


Tesv, ſee, to Thee we bow; 
Thou art Lord, and only Thou, 
Thou, the bleſs'd Virgin's ſeed, 
Glory of thy church and head. 


The angels cgaſclels ſing, 

Thee, we ,pfaiſe our Prieſt and King; 
Worthy is thy Name of praiſe, 

Full of glory, full of grace! 

Thou haſt the glad tidings brought 
Of ſalvation by Thee wrought ; 
Wrought for all thy church; and we 
Worthip in their company. 
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We, thy little flock, adore 
Thee, the Lokb, for evermore: 
Ever with us ſhew thy love, 

Till we join with thoſe above. 


HYMN CIlII. [L. M. 


WITH all my pow'rs of heart and tongue, 
I' praiſe my Maker in my ſong; 

Angels ſhall hear the notes I raiſe, 

Approve the ſong, and join the praiſe. 


To Gop I cry'd, when troubles roſe ; 

He heard me, and ſubdu'd my foes : 

My riting fears he did controul, 

And ſtrength diffus'd through all my ſoul. 


Amidſt a thouſand ſnares I ſtand, 
Upheld and guarded by his hand : 
His words my fainting ſoul revive, 
And keep my dying faith alive, 


no 
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Grace will compleat what grace begins, 
To fave from ſorrows, and from fins ; 
The work that wiſdom undertakes, 


Eternal mercy ne'er forſakes. 


x26 NOV... I. MI 
Ho bleſt are they whoſe * have found 


The way unto IMMANUEL's ground; 
And ſteadfaſt walk the bliſsful road 
Far from the paths by ſinners trod. 
Their weary ſpirits ſweetly reſt, 
Contentedly on ]zsv's breaſt ; 
They ſo much of his mercy prove, 
As wins their grateful ſouls to love. 


His Spirit ſhews their ſins forgiven, 
And ſeals them for the heirs of heav'n ; 
And gives them patience here to wait, 
Jill Jzsvs them to bliſs tranſlate, 
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He arms them for the evil day, 

That they in heart with Him may ſtay, 
He girds them with his mighty pow'r, 
And brings them through the trying hour. 
Then reſt, my ſoul, upon the Loxo, 
Ev'n Jzsvs CnRISTT, the lwing word, 
And then thy joy ſhall ne'er decay, 

*Till it break out in endleſs day. 


HYMN Cv. {8.7.6.] 
O thoſe gloomy hills of darkneſs 
Look, my ſoul, be till, and gaze, 
All the promiſes do travel 
On a glorious day of grace, 
Bleſſed jubilee, &c. 


Let thy glorious morning dawn. 


Let the Indian, let the Negro, 
Let the rude Barbarian ſee, 
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That divine and glorious conqueſt, 
Once obtain'd on Calvary ; 
Let the Goſpel, &c. 

Word reſound from pole to pole. 


Kingdom's wide that fit in darkneſs, 
Let them have the glorious light, 
And trom eaſtern coaſt to weſtern, 
May the morning chaſe the night, 
And redemption, &c. 
Freely purchas'd, win the day. 


May the glorious day approaching, 
From eternal darkneſs dawn, 
And the everlaſting Goſpel 
Spread abroad thy holy Name; 
All the borders, &c. 
Of the great IMManvurL's land. 
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Fly abroad, thou mighty Goſpel, 
Win and conquer, never ceaſe ; 
May thy laſting wide dominions 
Multiply, and ſtill increaſe ; 
May thy ſceptre, &c. 
Sway th' enlighten'd world around. 


HYMN CVI. [C.M.] 


HOU dear Redeemer, dying Laws ! 
We love to hear of Thee: 

No muſic like thy lovely name, 

Does ſound ſo ſweet to me; 
O may we ever hear thy voice 

In mercy to us ſpeak ! | 
And in our Prieſt will we rejoice, 

Thou great MELCHISEDbEC! Hallelujah. 


Our Jzsvs ſhall be ſtill our theme, 
While in this world we ſtay ; 
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We'll fing our Jzsv's lovely name, 
When all things elſe decay : 

When we appear in yonder cloud, 
With all his favour'd throng, 

Then will we ſing more ſweet, more loud, 
And Jzsvs be our ſong. Hallelujah. 


HYMN CVIL [8's] 


SAT. where's thy hope? thou ſinner, ſay, 
Look ev'ry where, and aſk around, 
Who all the mighty debt can pay, 

Can a fit ranſom e' er be found? 
Yes, Lok, before I drew my breath, 
The LAu for me had ſuffer'd death! 


Far, far away, muſt Satan fly, 
Nor think me captive to detain : 

For Ixsus, when He deign'd to die, 
My bondage broke, and burſt my chain. 
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And conqu'ror in the dreadful fight, 
My ſoul from thence becomes his right. 


Take Thou poſſeſſion of my heart, 
Jzsvs, and make me live to Thee, 

With Thee let nothing claim a part, 
But Thou may all for ever be! 

And give me, with thy ſaints above, 

All joy in Thee, Thou Gop of love. 


HYMN CVIII. [6.8.] 


O MY diſtruſtful heart, 
How ſmall thy faith appears 
But greater, Lozp, Thou art, 
Than all my doubts and fears; 
Did Jxzsvs once upon me ſhine, 
Then JEsvs is for ever mine. 


Unchangeable his will 
Whatever be my frame: 
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His loving hener ! is ſtill 
Eternally the ſame : 


My ſoul through many changes goes ; 


His love no variation knows. 


Thou, Lox, wilt carry on, 
And perfectly perform, 
The work Thou haſt begun 
In me a ſinful worm : 
Midſt all my fear, and fin, and wo, 
Thy Spirit will not let me go. 


The bowels of thy grace 

At firſt did freely move : 
I ſtill ſhall fee thy Jace: 

And feel that God is love! 
My ſoul into thy arms I caſt ; 
4 know ſhall be ſav'd at laſt. 
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HYMN. Cix. IL. M.] 


F. RM as the earth thy Goſpel ſtands, 
Our Lokd, our hope, our truſt ; 
If we are found in Jesv's hands, 

Our ſoul's can ne'er be loſt. 


His honour is engag'd to ſave 
The meaneſt of his ſheep ; 

All that his heav'nly Father gave, 
His hands ſecurely keep. 


Nor death, nor hell, ſhall &er remove 
His fav'rites from his breaſt ; 

In the dear boſom of his love 
They mult for ever reſt. 


HYMN Cx. [L. M.] 


FAR from our thoughts vain world be gone, 
Let our religious hours alone; 
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Fain would our eyes our Saviour ſee ; 
We wait a viſit, Loxd, from Thee. 


Our hearts grow warm with holy fire, 
And kindle with a pure deſire : 

Come, our dear Jzsvs, from above, 
And feed our ſouls with heav'aly love. 


Haſte then, but with a ſmiling face, 
And ſpread the table of thy grace: 
Bring down a taſte of truth divine, 
And cheer our hearts with ſacred wine. 


Bleſt Jzsvs ! what delicious fare 


How ſweet thy entertainments are 
Never did angels taſte above 


Redeeming grace, and dying love. 


Hail great IMManver, all divine! 
In thee thy Father's glories ſhine ; 
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Thou brighteſt, ſweeteſt, faireſt one, 
T hat eyes have ſeen, or angels known. 


HYMN CXI. [L. M. 


1 what a heav'n of ſaving grace 
Shines thro” the beauties of thy face, 
And lights our paſſions to a flame 
Lord, how we love thy charming name! 


When I can ſay, my God is mine, 
When! can feel thy glories ſhine, 

I tread the world beneath my feet, 
And all that earth calls good or great. 


While fuch a ſcene of ſacred joys 
Our raptur'd eyes and ſouls employs, 
Here we could fir, and gaze away, 

A long, an everlaſting day. 


Well, we ſhall quickly paſs the night, 
To the fair coaſts of perfect light: 


% 


142 -— _HYMNs. 


Then ſhall our joyful ſenſes rove 
O'er the dear object of our love. 


Yet now and then, dear Lord, beſtow 
A drop of heav'n on worms below, 
And in thy Temple let us ſee 

A glimpſe of love, a glimpſe of Thee. 


HYMN CXII. [L. M.] 


ESCEND from heav'n, immortal Dove, 
Stoop down and take us on thy wings, 
And mouat and bear us far above, 
The reach of theſe inferior things. 


Beyond, beyond this lower ſky, 
Up where eternal ages roll, ; 
W here ſolid pleaſures 7 never die, | 
And fruits immortal feaſt the ſoul. / 
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O for a ſight, a pleaſing ſight, 
Of our almighty Father's throne ; 

There fits our Saviouk crown'd with light, 
Cloth'd in a body like our own, 


Adoring ſaints around him ſtand, 
And thrones and pow'rs before him fall ; 
The Gop ſhines gracious thro” the man, 
And ſheds ſweet glories on them all. 


O what amazing joys they feel, 

While to their golden harps they ſing, 
And ſit on ev'ry heav'nly hill, 

And ſpread the triumphs of their King ! 


When ſhall the day, dear Lok p, appear, 
That we ſhall mount to dwell above, 
And ſtand and bow among 'em there, 


And view thy face, and ſing and love? 
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HYMN CXIII. [c. M.] 


$4 Holy Spirit, heav'nly Dove, 
With all thy quick'ning pow'rs, 
Kindle a flame of ſacred love 

In theſe cold hearts of ours. 


Look how we grovel here below, 
Fond of theſe trifling toys: 

Our ſouls can neither fly nor go 
To reach eternal joys. 


In vain we tune our formal ſongs, 
In vain we ſtrive to riſe; 

Hoſannas languiſh on our tongues, 
And our devotion dies. 


Dear Lord ! and ſhall we ever live 
At this poor dying rate, 

Our love ſo faint ſo cold to thee, 
And thine to us ſo great? 
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Come, Holy 8 pirit, heav'nly Dove, 
With all thy quick ning pow rs, d.: 

Come ſhed —. a Saviour: lere, „ 
And that ſhall kindle ours. ARES 


i} at: 


HYMN Cxiv. lc. - 
ET them n — Amro 001 


Who never ” 13 
But our loud ſongs _ Rl r. —_— Arn 
The wonders of thy praiſe. 2 A 


We raiſe our ſhouts, O Gov, to Thee, 
And ſend them to thy Throne ; 

All glory to the United Three, 

The undivided One, 


Twas He, (and we'll adore his Name) 1 
That form'd us by a word; 
'Tis He reſtores our ruin'd frame: 


Salvation to the Lox ! K | 
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Hoſanna, let the Fay and ſkies, . , 
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Repeat the joyful ſound; 
Rocks, hills and yales, reflect me voice | 
In one eternal round. 7 
HY MN cxv. II. 13 
Ur to the fields where angels lie, 
And living waters gently roll, 


Fain would my thoughts leap out and fly, ot; 
But fin hangs heavy on my ſoul.” | 


Thy wond'rous blood, dear dying Canisr, 

Can make this world of guilt remove ; 
And thou can't beat me where thou fly'ſt, 
On thy kind wings celeſtial Dove 5 


x might I once mount up and fee . 
The glories of th' eternal ſkies, 
What little things theſe worlds would _ 

How deſpicable to my eyes! 
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Great All in All! eternal King! 
Let me but view thy lovely | eg 

And all my pow'rs ſhall bow and ſing, 
Thine endleſs grandeur and thy grace. 


HYMN CXVI. [S M.] 
NOT all the blood of. beaſt * 
On Jewiſh altars ſlain, 
Could give the guilty conſcience peace, 
Or waſh away the ſtain. 
But CHRIST, the heav'nly Laus, 
Takes all our ſins away: 


A ſacrifice of nobler name, 
And richer blood than they. 


My faith would lay its hand 

On that dear head of Thine; 
While like a penitent J ſtand, 
And there confeſs my ſin. 


\ 
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| My ſoul looks back to ſee 
The burden Thou didſt bear, 
When hanging on th' accurſed tree ; 
And hopes her guilt was there. 
| Believing, we rejoice ' 
To ſee the curſe remove; 


We bleſs the Lars with cheerful m_. 


And fing his bleeding love. 
HYMN. CXVII. Is. 8.] 


R RAT D in mortal fleſh, 
Lo! the great Angel ſtands ! 
He holds the promiſes 
And pardons in his hands. 
Commiſſion'd from his Father's throne 
To make his grace to mortals known. 


I. e ene = 5 149 
Be thou our counſellor, : 
Our pattern and our guide ! 
And through this deſart land 
Still keep us near thy ſide ; 
O let our feet ne er run y. 
Nor rove, nor ſeek the crooked way. 


We'd hear our Shepherd's voice, 
Whoſe watchful eye doth keep 
Poor wand'ring ſouls among 
The thouſands of his ſheep : 

He feeds his flock, He calls their names, 
His boſom bears the tender lambs. | 


To this dear Surety's hands, 
My ſoul commend thy cauſe, 
He anſwers and fulfils 
His Farhrx's ll” 7" 
3 
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| Believing ſouls now [Gee are 2 
For CHRIS TH hath paid their dreadful debt. 


H Y MN CXVIII. Ic. M. 


TREE grace to ev ry heav'n-born ſoul, 
Will be their conſtant theme; 
Long as eternal ages roll. 
They'll ſtill adore the Laws. | 


Free grace alone can wipe the tears 
From our lamenting eyes;' 

Can raiſe our ſouls from guilty = 
To joy that never Me” wy 


Free grace can death. itſelf outbrave, 27 40 
And take its ſting away: ech 
Can ſouls unto the utmoſt "ck 5 
And them to heav'n con ve. 
Our Savioux by free grace alone. 
His building ſhall ee . 


Fin Thouting bring forth the head ſtone 
4 grace, grace to it. 7 
May I be found a living ſtonſee 
In Salem's ftreets above. 
And help to ſing before the throne 3 
Free grace and dying loye. TY Yeh 


HYMN Cxix. l. N 


1 billows ſwell, the winds are high!” 5 un 
Clouds overcaſt my wintry ky; n "Ott" 
Out of the depth to Thee I call, ite. N 
My fears are great, my. ſtrength. i is ſmall, 5 <p 
o Leno, the pilot's part perfrm 


And guide and guard me thro the ſtorm; 
Defend me from each threatning ill, 


. * 
Countroul the waves, ſay ©. Peace be Rill,” 1 1 


Amidſt the roaring of the ſea, ; 
My foul ſtill hangs her 8 Thee 
4 


en 


| Dangers of ev'ry ſhape 


Love is the brighteſt of the traing 
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Thy conſtant love, ey Guichfiul cure, | 
Is all that ſaves me from deſpair. 
and name, 
Attend the follow rs of the Laus, 
Who leave the world's'deceitful ſhore, 
And leave it to return no more. 


Tho! tempeſt-toſs'd, and half a wreck, = 


My Sav10vz thro the floods I ſeek z/ 2100 


Let neither winds nor mein, 
Force back my ſhatter d bark again. 


HY NN cxx. lc. 1 1 
HART the heart where graces . 


Where love inſpires: the bi breaſt !. 


And perſects all the reſt. ta! 


Knowledge, alas ! tis all in vain, 
And all in vain our fear; 


Ko 
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Our ſtubborn ſins will . * 197 
If love be abſentthere.'! © nul; 
This is the grace that lives vl — 
When faith and hope ſhall ceaſe; Dock a0? 
Tis this ſhall ſtrike our j r 94 
In the ſweet realms n e110 7 
When join'd to that — throng. 
That fills the choirs above, 
Then ſhall we tune our golden harps, 
And ev'ry note be love, 1 
HTMN CxXI. c. 4 A 
OR mercies, countleſs as the rm; 
Which daily I receive 7 ˖ 
From Jzsvs, my Redeemer's hands, er. * 
My ſoul, what can'ft thou give. 
Alas! from ſuch a heart as mine, 
What can I bring Hin forth? 


4121 WIE) 
My all is nothing worth. 
Yet this acknowledgment 1 Il make | 
For all he has beſtow'd; 0 2 
Salvation's ſacred cup I'll take, 0 IG: 
And call upon my G). AT 
The beſt returns for one like me, 2 
So wretched and ſo poor. 
Is from his gifts to draw a plea, © | 
And aſk Him till for more. 1 011 
I cannot ſerve Him as I 
No works have I to boaſt; 
Yet would I glory in the thought, 
That I I owe Him moſt. 


H Y MN CxXII. (8.7: 41 


AY of judgment, day of wonders! 
Hark! the trumpet's awful found, | Ne 
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Louder than a thouſanc ders, 
Shakes the vaſt creation round! 


How the ſummons 
Will the ſinner's heart confound. 


See the Judge our nature wearing, 
Cloath'd in majeſty divine! 
You, who long for his appearing, . | 
Then'ſhall fay, © This Gop Emine! 5 
Gracious 2 * mo e 
Own me in that day for thin 1 a Is 


, 0.) +3 

At His call the dead A a 

Riſe to life from earth and fas.” © 
All the pow'rs of nature ſnaken 

By His look, p uy flee: 4 

; Careleſs r 

in e „1A e 
Satan, who now tries to pleaſe vou, — 74 

_ Left oy _— warning _ 941 * 
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jo tht l day dil Er fe. . 0 
Plung you 8 0 127 
Thy eternal all s ar ſtake. nt gut ods 0 
But to thoſe who have confeſſed,” 7 7 
Lov'd, and ſerv'd the Logp below, lt 
He rap ſay, Come near ye bleſſed, ” LN c 
See the kingdom I-beſtow; Er 
You fot ever by SHA 
Shall my love and glory know,” 8 


HYMN CxxIII. 61. N. 


Ric ye ſaints, in-ev'ry ſtate, 
Divine decrees remain unmov'd: 
No turns of —— PAIR abate 

God's care, for thoſe He once hath lov'd. 


Firmer than heav'n His cov'nant ſtands, 
Tho' earth ſhould ſhake, and ſkies depart, 
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Were ſafe in our Rzpzzmer's hands, 
Who bears our names upon his heart. 

Our Surety knows for whom He ſtood, 
And gave Himſelf a ſacrifice :_ 

The ſouls, once ſprinkled with his blood, 
Poſſeſs a liſe that never dies 

Tho' darknefs ſpread around our tent, 
Tho fear prevail, and joy decline, 

God will not of his oath repent, 
Dear Lox, thy people ſtill are thine. 


HYM N CXXIV. [104th] 


ſervants of Gop, your Savious proclaim, /. 


And publiſh abroad His wonderful name; 
The name all victorious of J sus extol, 
His kingdom is glotious, and rules over all. 
Gop ruleth on high, almighty to ſa ve 
And ſtill He is nigh, his preſence we have: 
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The great congregation his mk ſhall ing, | 
Aſcribing ſalvation to Jzsvs our Kix. 


Salvation to God, who ſits on the throne; * 
Let all cry albud, and honor the Son: 

Our Ixsu's praiſes the angels proclaim, 
Fall down on their faces, and worſhip the Laux. 


Then let us adore, and give Him his right ; 
All glory and power, and wiſdom and might, 
All honor and bleſſing, with angels above, 4 
And thanks never ceaſing for infinite love. 


HYMN cxxv. fro]. : 

Oun Shepherd alone, 3 | | N 
The Lox, let us bleſs, 

Who reigns on the throne, T 


The Prince of.our peace; 
Who evermore ſaves us 


he Good; 


All hail, holy Jzsvs, 
Our Loxd and our Gov. 
We daily will ſing 
Thy glory, thy praiſe, 
Thou merciful ſpring 
Of pity and grace; 
Thy kindneſs for ever 
To men we will tell; 
And ſay, our dear S Avioux 
Redeems us from hell. 


Preſerve us in love, 
While here we abide; 
Nor ever remove, 
Nor cover, nor hide 
Thy glorious ſalvation, 
Till joyful we ſee 
The beautiful viſion 
Compleated in thee 
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HYMN CXXVI. .[C. M.] 


H what amazing words of grace 
Are in the Goſpel found! PSS 

Suited to every ſinner's caſe, © © 

Who knows the joyful found. | 


Poor, ſinful, thirſty, fainting ſouls. y 
Are freely welcome here; 


Salvation like a river rolls 
Abundant, free, and clear. 


Come, then, with all your wants and wounds 
Your every burden bring; | 

Here love, unchanging love . 
A deep, celeſtial ſpring. e Fer 


Millions of ſinners, vile as you. 
Have here found life and peace; 

Come, thirſty ſouls, and prove it woe, 
And drink, adore, and bleſs, | 
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To Him, who gives our fouls to feel 
The drawings of his love, 

Be conſtant praiſe, while here we dwell, 
And nobler ſongs above, 


HYMN CxxvII. ILL. M.] 


PRATY' R was appointed to convey 
The bleſſings God deſigns to give : 
Long as they live ſhould Chriſtians pray, 

For only while they pray, they live. 


The Chriſtian's heart his pray'r indites, 
He ſpeaks as prompted from within ; 
The Spirit his petition writes, | 
And CHRIS x receives, and gives it in. 


And ſhall we in dead ſilence lie, 
When Carisr ſtands waiting for our pray'r ? 


L 
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My ſoul, thou haſt a friend on high, 
Ariſe, and try thy int'reſt there. 
If pain afflict, or wrongs oppreſs, 
If cares diſtract, or fears diſmay, 
Hf guilt deject, if fin diſtreſs, _ 
The remedy is before thee ; pray. 


Depend on CHRIST, thou can'ſt not fall; 
Make all thy wants and wifhes known; 
Fear not, His merits muſt prevail; 
Aſk what thou wilt, it ſhall be done. 


HYMN CxXVIII. [6.8.] 


ESUS my Gop of love! 
Thy praiſe ſhall fill my tongue; 
Help me ye hoſts above, b 


To raiſe my joyful ſong. 
Him we'll adore, whom men with ſcorns, 


Did ſpit upon, and crown with thorns. 
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Jesvs when I ſurvey, 

And trace thy footſteps o'er ; 

I'd give my life away, 

To know, and love thee more: 

My bleeding Lams, I'll ſtill adore, 
Till heav'n and earth ſhall be no more, 


But Oh ! how ſhall I ſhow, 

That depth of love divine ! 

Which made my Saviour bow 

His head, and ne'er repine: 

Sure love like this, was never known ! 
Before his throne I'll caſt my crown. 


I'll caſt my crown, and fing ; 
And never ceaſe to praiſe; 
My Saviour and my Kino, 
And tunes of pleaſure raiſe; 
This, this, my joyful work ſhall be, 
Thro' time and long eternity. 
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HY M N CXXIX. [L. M.! 


ES Us, our ſoul's delightful choice, 
In thee believing we rejoice; 
Yet ſtill our joy is mix'd with grief, 
While faith contends with unbelief, 


Thy promiſes our hearts revive, 
And keep our fainting hopes alive; 
But guilt, and fears, and ſorrows riſe, 

And hide the promiſe from our eyes. 


O let not ſin and ſatan boaſt, 

While faints lie mourning in the duſt ; 

Nor ſee that faith to ruin brought, | 
Which thy own gracious hand hath wrought, 


Do thou the dying ſpark inflame; 
Reveal the glories of thy name; 
And put all anxious doubts to flight, 


As ſhades diſpers'd by op'ning night. 
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HY MN CXXX. [8.8. 6.] 


FROM whence this fear and unbelief! 
Haſt thou, O FATRHER, put to grief 
Thy ſpotleſs Sow for me? 
And will the righteous Judge of men, 
Condemn me for that debt of ſin, 
Which, Loxp, was charg'd on thee! 


Complete atonement thou haſt made, 
And to the utmoſt farthing paid 
| What'er thy people ow'd : 
How then can wrath on me take place, 
If ſhelter'd in thy righteouſneſs, 
And ſprinkled with thy blood. 


[If thou haſt my diſcharge procur'd, 
And freely in my room endur'd 
The whole of wrath divine ; 
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Yes uruns. 


Payment Gop cannot twice demand, 
Firſt, at my bleeding Surety's hand, 
And then again at mine. 


Turn then, my ſoul, unto thy reſt; 

The merits of thy great High-Prieſt 
Speak peace and liberty: 

Truſt in his efficacious blood; 

Nor fear thy baniſhment from Gop, 
Since Jesvs dy'd for thee, 


HYMN CXXXI. [s. 8. 6. 


OME, Lon, and help us to rejoice, 
In hope that we ſhall hear thy voice, 
Shall one day ſee our Gop ; 
Shall ceaſe from all our painful ſtrife, 
Handle and taſte the word of life, 
And feel the ſprinkled blood. 


- 


* 
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Let us not always make our man, 
Nor worſhip thee a Gop unknown; 
But let us live to prove | 
Thy people's reſt, 1 ſaints delight, 
The length and breadth, the depth and height 
Of thy redeeming love. 
Rejoicing now in earneſt hope, | 
We ſtand, and from the mountain top 
See all the land below; 
Rivers of milk and honey riſe, 
And all the fruits of Paradiſe 
In endleſs plenty grow. 
O deareſt Joſhua! bring us in; 
Diſplay thy grace, forgive our fin, 
Our unbelief remove: 
The heav'nly Canaan, Lon o divide, 
And, O, with all the ſanctified, 
Give us a lot of love 
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HYMN CXXXII. c. M. 


ND have I, CnRIST, no love to thee, 
No paſſion for thy charms? 
No wiſh my Saviour's face to ſee, 
And dwell within his arms ? 


Is there no ſpark of gratitude 
In this cold heart of mine, 
To Him whoſe generous boſom glow'd 
With friendſhip all divine? 
Can I pronounce His charming Name, 
His acts of kindneſs tell; 
And while I dwell upon the theme, 
No ſweet emotion feel? 


Such baſe ingratitude as this 
What heart but muſt deteſt ! 


Sure Car1sT deſerves the nobleſt place N 
In every human breaſt, ; 


HYMNS. 169 


A very wretch, Lord, I ſhould prove, | 
Had ] no love to Thee: | . 

Rather than not my Saviour love, | 
O may I ceaſe to be! 


H Y MN CXXXIIL [7. 7. 6.] 


RT; my ſoul, and ſtretch thy wings, 
Thy better portion trace; 
Riſe — tranſitory things, 
T 'wards heav'n thy native place. 

Sun, and moon, and ſtars decay, 

Time ſhall ſoon this earth remove: 
Riſe, my ſoul, and haſte away 
To ſeats prepar d above. 


Rivers to the ocean run, 

Nor ſtay in all their courſe: 
Fire aſcending ſeeks the ſun, 

Both ſpeed them to their ſource: 
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Thus a ſoul new-born of Gop; 
Pants to view his glorious face, 
Upward tends to his abode, 
To reſt in his embrace. 


Ceaſe, ye pilgrims, ceaſe to mourn; 
Preſs onward to the prize; 

Soon the SAvIiouR will return 
Triumphant in the ſkies: 

Yer a ſeaſon, and you know 
Happy entrance will be giv'n, 

All your ſorrows left below, 
And earth exchang'd for heav'n. 


HYMN CXXXIV. [L:M.} 


OW let our ſouls on wings ſublime, 
Riſe from the vanities of time ; 
Draw back the parting veil, and ſee 
The glories of eternity. 
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Born by a new celeſtial birth, 
Why ſhould we grovel here on earth? 
Why graſp at tranſitory toys, 
So near to heav'ns eternal joys ? 


Shall aught beguile us on the road, 
When we are walking back to God ? 
For ſtrangers into life we come, 

And dying 1s but going home. 


Welcome ſweet hour of full diſcharge, 
That ſets our longing ſouls at large; 
Unbinds our chains, breaks up our cell, 
And gives us with our God to dwell. 


To dwell with Go, to feel his love 
Is the full heay'n enjoy'd above ; 
And the ſweet expectation now 

Is the young dawn of heav'n below. 
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WAKE our ſouls, away our fears, 
Let ev'ry trembling thought be gone, 
Awake, and run the heav'nly race, 
And put a cheerful courage on. 


True, tis a ſtraight and thorny road, 
And mortal ſpirits tire and faint ; 

But they forget the mighty Gop, 
That feeds the ſtrength of ev'ry ſaint. 


The mighty Gop, whoſe matchleſs pow'r 
Is ever new, and ever young, 

And firm endures, while endleſs years 
There everlaſting circles run. 


From thee, the overflowing ſpring, 
Our ſouls ſhall drink a freſh ſupply ; 
While ſuch as truſt their native ſtrength, 
Shall melt away and droop and die. 


HYMNS 


Swift as an eagle cuts the air, 
We'll mount aloft to thine abode ; 

On wings of love our ſouls ſhall fly, 
Nor tire amidſt the heav'nly road. 


HYMN CXXXVI. IL. M.) 


HO ſhall the Loxv's ele& condemn, 
Tis God that juſtifies their ſouls; 
And mercy, like a mighty ſtream, 
O'er all their fins divinely rolls. 


Who ſhall adjudge the ſaints to hell ? 
Tis CHRISYH that ſuffer'd in their ſtead ; 
And the ſalvation to fulfil, 
Behold him riſing from the dead ! 


He lives! he lives, and fits above, 
For ever interceding there: 
Who ſhall divide us from his love? 


Or what ſhall tempt us to deſpair ? | 
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Faith hath an overcoming pow'r, 
It triumphs in the dying hour: 
CHr1sT is our life, our joy, our hope; 
Nor can we ſink with ſuch a prop. : 


Not all that men on earth can do, 
Nor pow'rs on high, nor pow'rs below, 
Shall cauſe his mercy to remove 
Or wean our hearts from CHRIST our love. 


HYMN CXXXVII. Ic. M.] 


1 ev'ry mortal ear attend, 

And ev'ry heart rejoice; 

The trumpet of the Goſpel ſounds 
With an inviting voice. 


Ho! all ye hungry ſtarving fouls 
That feed upon the wind, 

And vainly ſtrive with earthly toys 
To fill an empty mind, 


HYMNS. 175 


Eternal wiſdom has prepar'd 
A ſoul reviving feaſt, 

And bids our longing appetites 

The rich proviſion taſte, 


Ho ! ye that pant for living ſtreams, 

And pine away and die, 

Here you may quench your raging thirſt, 
With ſprings that never dry. 


Rivers of love and mercy here 
In a rich ocean join ; 

Salvation in abundance flows, 
Like floods of milk and wine. 


Dear Gop ! the treaſures of thy love 
Are everlaſting mines, 
Deep as our helpleſs mis'ries are, 


And boundleſs as our fins ! 


The happy gates of Goſpel grace | 
Stand open night and day : 
Lon, we are come to ſeek ſupplies, 


And drive our wants away. 
H YM N CXXXVIII. IC. M.] 
THERE is a fountain fill'd with blood, 
Drawn from IuMAxukr's veins; 

And ſinners, plung'd beneath that flood, 

Loſe all their guilty ſtains. 
The dying thief rejoic'd to ſee 

That fountain in his day; 


And there have J, as vile as he, n 
Waſh'd all my ſins away. N 


Dear dying Laws, thy precious blood 5 
Shall never loſe its pow'r, 0 


Till all the ranſom'd church of Goo 
Be ſav'd, to ſin no more. 


HYMNS, 


E'er ſince, by faith I ſaw the ſtream 
Thy flowing wounds ſupply, 

Redeeming love has been my theme, 
And ſhall be till I die. 


Then in a nobler, ſweeter ſong 
I'll ſing thy pow'r to fave; 

When this poor liſping ſtamm'ring tongue 
Lies ſilent in the grave. 

Lo, I believe thou haſt prepar'd 
(Unworthy tho' I be) 

For me a blood-bought free reward, 
A golden harp for me! 


*Tis ſtrung, and tun'd for endleſs years, 
And form'd by pow'rs divine, 
To ſound, in God the Father's ears, 
No other name but Thine, 
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H T MN COR: 784 Holt) 


1 the herald angels ſingn (1 
Glory to the new- born King; 7185 0 999 4 


Peace on earth and mercy mild.. 
Gop and ſinners reconcil e. 
Joyful, all ye nations riſe, 1 

1 ICH 
Join the triumph of the ſkies ; —_ [ 
Hail the heav'n- born Prince of Peace! Eee 8. : 


Hail the Sun of Righteouſneſs Fo”, 
Mild he lays his glory by, | "TIRE 
Born, that man no more might ETD OS 
Born, to raiſe the ſons of earth, e eee 
Born, to give them ſecond birth. dee N 
— O 23 UH 
Come, deſire of nations, come, , , _ | 
Fix in us thy humble home 12 55 
Riſe; the woman's promis'd ſeed, 
Bruiſe in us the s s head. 


HYMNS ON THE NATIVITY:. 


Glory to the newborn King, 7 

Let us all the anthem ſing, RES. + 
Peace on earth, and mercy mild, 1 
God and ſinners recondl'd 1 


HYMN CXL. [L. M.] 
ESUS, all praiſe is due to Thee, 
That Thou was pleas'd a man to be ! 


A Virgin's womb Thou didſt not ſcorn, 
And angels ſhout to ſee Thee born. Hallelujah ! 


The bleſſed Father's only Son 

Chuſeth a manger for his throne ; 

And, tho' the high and mighty Goo, 

Aſſumes our feeble fleſhand blood. Hallelujah ! 


The Father's brightneſs comes in ſight, 

Gives to the world its ſaving light ; 

And drives the clouds of finaway, | 

To make us children of the day. Hallelujah 
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The Son, the Almighty e ee dn 


In his own world became a, gueſt; 

And open'd through himſelf. the way, | 
A paſſage to eternal day. Hallelujah! 
And therefore poor on earth He came, 
That we might all his riches claim, 

To make us heirs of endleſs bliſs, - 
With all thoſe choſen ſaints of his. Hallelujah! 


HY M N. CXLI.. IC. M.] 
M* ſoul come meditate the day, 
And think how near it ſtands, 
When thou muſt quit this houſe of clay, 
And fly to unknown lands. 
O! could we die with thoſe that die, 
And place us in their ſtead; 


Then would our ſpirits learn to fly, 
And converſe with the dead. 


FUNERAL HYMNg. 


Then ſhould we ſee the faints above; 
In their own glorious forms, 

And wonder why our fouls ſhould love 
To dwell with morral worms. a 


We ſhould almoſt forſake our clay 
Before the ſummons come, 

And pray, and wiſh our ſouls away 
To their eternal home. 


H Y'M N CXLII. [C. M.] 
HEE. we adore, eternal name 
And humbly own to thee, 

How feeble is our mortal frame, 

What dying worms are we! 
The year rolls round, and ſteals away 

The breath that firſt it gave; 

Whate'er we do, where' er we be, 

| We're trav'lling to the grave. 
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Good Gop ! on what a gender thread 
Hang everlaſting things )., _ 

Th' eternal ſtates of all the dead, 
Upon life's feeble ſtrings. 


Infinite joy or endleſs woe 
Attends on ev'ry breath; 
And yet how unconcern'd we go 


Upon the brink of death ! 


Waken, O Loxd, our drowſy ſenſe, 
To walk this dang'rous road ; 

And if our ſouls are hurry'd hence, 
May they be found with Gop. 


HYMN CXLIII. Ic. M.] 
LESS'D. be the everlaſting Gop, 
The Father of our IL:orD;. 


Be his abounding mercy prais'd, 
His majeſty ador'd, 


FUNERAL HYMNS. 183. 
eAMYH JAXSHUY 


When from the dead he rais'd his Son, 
And call'd him to the Ty, ate), 
He gave our ſouls a lively hope 
That they ſhould never x” 


What tho' our inbred ſins require 
Our fleſh to ſee the duſt, 

Yet as the Lord our op pen e 
So all his follow'rs muſt. 


There's an inheritance divine, 
Reſerv'd againſt that day; 

*Tis uncorrupted, undefil'd, 
And cannot fade away. 


Saints by the pow'r of God are kept 
Till the ſalvation come; 

We walk by faith, as ſtrangers here, 
Till Cnxisr ſhall call us home. 
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HY MN CXLIV. [C.M:] 


NAKED as from the earth we came 
And crept to life at firſt; 

We to the earth return again, 

And mingle with our duſt. 


The dear delights we here enjoy, 
And fondly call our own, 
Are but ſhort favours borrow d now; 


To be repaid anon. 


Tis Gop that lifts our comforts high, 
Or ſinks them in the grave; 

He gives, and (bleſſed be his Name!) 
He takes but what he gave. 


Peace, all our angry paſſions then! 
Let each rebellious ſigh 

Be ſilent at his ſov'reign will, 
And ev'ry murmur die, 


FUNERAL HYMNS. 
If ſmiling-mercy crown our lives, 
Its praiſes ſhall be ſpread ; 


And we'll adore the juſtice too 
That ſtrikes our comforts dead. 


H Y.M N CXLV. c. M. 


HY do we mourn departing friends, 
Or ſhake at death's alarms ? 
*Tis but the voice that Jesvs ſends 
To call them to his arms. 


Are we not tending upwards too, 
As faſt as time can move ? 

Why ſhould we wiſh the hours more ſlow 
That keep us from our love. 


Why ſhould we tremble to convey 
Their bodies to the tomb? 

There the dear fleſh of Jesvs lay, 
And left a ſweet perfume ! 
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The grave of all his faints he bleſt, 
And ſoften'd ev'ry bed; 
Where ſhould the dying members reſt, 
But with their dying head. 
Thence He aroſe, aſcending high, 
And ſhew'd our feet the way ; 
Up to the Lord our fleſh ſhall fly 
At the great riſing day. 


H Y M N CXLVI. IS. M.] 
2 ſpirits of the juſt, 
Confin'd in bodies, groan; 
Till death conſigns the corpſe to duſt, 
And then the conflict's done. 


Jesvs, who came to fave, 
The Lams for ſinners ſlain, 
Perfum'd the chambers of the grave, 
And made ev'n death our gain. 


FUNERAL HYMNS. 187 | 


Why fear we then to truſt 
The place where Jesvs lay? 
In quiet reſts our brother's duſt, 
And thus it ſeems to ſay: 


« Forbear, my friends, to weep, _ 
« Since death hath loſt its ſting: - 

« Thoſe Chriſtians, that in Jzsvs ſleep, 
% Our God will with Him bring.” 


HYMN CXLVII. [8's] 


TRANGERS and ſojourners below, 
We travel through this wilderneſs, 
Seeking the promis'd reſt to know, 
In Car1srT the fountain of true bliſs : 
We ſeek a place beyond the ſkies, 
An everlaſting paradiſe. 


188 FUNERAL HYMNS: 


In this purſuit we ſtand in need 
Of daily freſh ſupplies of grace; 


Our ſouls with manna Carisr muſt feed, N 10 


While we his leading footſteps trace: 
So ſhall each pilgrim gladly move, 
Onward unto his home above. 


No earthly bliſs is worth our ſtay, 
Or ſtruggle for another breath; 
Theſe comforts vaniſh and decay, 
And yield no folid joy in death : 
While others vain delights purſue, 
We taſte Gop's love for ever new. 


ITAL ſpark of heav'nly flame, 
Quit, Oh! quit this mortal frame: 
Trembling, hoping, ling'ring, flying, 
Oh! the 2 the bliſs of dying! 


FUNERAL HYMNS, 


Ceaſe, fond nature, ceaſe thy ſtrife, 
And let me languiſh into life. 

Hark! they whiſper; Angels ſay, 
Siſter ſpirit, come away. 

What is this abſorbs me quite? 

Steals niy ſenſes, ſhuts my ſight, 
Drowns my ſpirits, draws my breath ? 
Tell me, my ſoul, can this be death ? 


The world recedes: it diſappears! 
Heav'n opens to my eyes! my ears 
With ſounds ſeraphic ring: 
Lend, lend your wings! I mount! I fly! 
O Grave! where is thy victory ? 
O death! where is thy ſting ? 


H Y M N CXLIXN. 


A LITTLE ſpace weak man appears, 
| And like a tow flies away : 
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Some few arrive to ſeventy years, 


While crowds ſcarce ſee the op'ning 69. 


3.1 (11 


Man goes to darkneſs in the grave, 


While all the ſeaſons run their rounds” 


Alike the monarch and the ſlave, / 


Till the laſt mighty trumpet ſounds. 


Then ſpring to life the righteous dead, 
With ſparkling glory in their eyes: 

But all the wicked ſtand with dread ; 
Are fill'd with horror and ſurpriſe, 


Lok, may we riſe to thine embrace, 
With all the ſhining ſons of light; 

And not be baniſh'd from thy face, 
In darkneſs and eternal night. 


O Jzsvs, may we hear thy voice 


Say, Come, ye choſen, to my e | 


Come, and poſſeſs eternal joys, _ 
Where peace and perfect pleaſure is. 


— 

— 
, 
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Thus ſhall we ſpend eternity 
That long and never-ending beer 20% oli 
And our united ſong ſhall be, | 
To ſing aloud redeeming grace. 


HT MN CI: 


ARK! I hear the trumpet ſound, 
How it rends the gaping ground! 
See the graves reſign their truſt ! 
See the ſouls reſume their duſt ! 


See the ſea give up her dead, 
Riſing from her wat'ry bed ! 


See the Gob in flames deſcend ! 
See all nature near her end! 


See the Angel; hear him ſay, 
This the laſt deciſive day; 

At the bar now-all appear, 

Your unchanging doom to hear. 
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See the righteous how they riſe ! 

Triumph ſparkling in their eyes : 
Angels bear them to their Goo; 


Cleans'd and chang'd by Jzsv's blood. 


They with joy the bleſſing hear, 
uite diveſt and void of fear: 
Come, ye bleſſed, live with me 

'Thro' a vaſt eternity 


Once on earth you wanted peace, 
Now your comforts never ceaſe: 
Here ye ſhall for ever reign, 
And all heav'n reſound, Amen! 


HYMN CLI. 


* is the Lox Do !—eathron'd in light, 
Whoſe claims are all divine; 
And has an uncontrouled right 

Io govern me and mine. 


| 
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It is the Lon d !--who gives me all 
My wealth, my friends, my eaſe ; 

And of my comforts may recall 
Whatever part he pleaſe. 


It is the Lozp !—ſhall I diſtruſt 
Or contradict his will? 

Who cannot will but what is juſt, 
And muſt be righteous ſtill, 


It is the Logp !—ſhould I contend, 
Or dare diſpute his laws; 

I only thereby loſe a friend, 
But cannot ſerve my cauſe. 


It is the Logp !--my cov'nant Goo, 
Thrice bleſſed be his name! 

A cov'nant bought and ſeal'd with blood 
Muſt ever be the fame. 


O ſacred charter of my bliſs, 


When other comforts die z 
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, * Ny foul, in — — of this, 


Lives thro” eternity. 
And ſhall my ſoul, with hopes like theſe, 


Be ſullen or repine? 
No! gracious Gop ! take what thou pleaſe, 
I'll chearfully reſign. 


HYM N- CLII. LL. M.] 
WIEN I ſurvey the wond'rous croſs 
On which the Prince of Glory dy'd, 
My richeſt gain I count but loſs, 
And pour contempt on all my pride, 
Forbid it, Loxp, that I ſhould boaſt, 
Save in the death of CHRIS my Gop; 


All the vain things that charm me moſt, 
I facrifice them to his blood. 


See from his head, his hands, his feet, 


Sorrow and love flow mingled down! 


LOR D's SUPPER, | 195 2 


Did e' er ſuch love and ſorrow meet, 04 
Or thorns compoſe ſo bright a crown! 


Where the whole realm of nature mine, 
That were a preſent far too ſmall ; 
Love ſo amazing, ſo divine, 
Demands my ſoul, my life, my all. 


HYMN CLIII. IL. M. 


ES Us is gone above the ſkies, 

W here our weak ſenſes reach Him not ; 
And carnal objects court our eyes, 
To thruſt our Saviouk from our thought. 


He knows what wand'ring hearts we have, 
Apt to forget his lovely face; 

And to refreſh our minds, he gave 
Theſe kind memorials of his grace. 


The Lord of life this table ſpread 
With his own fleſh and dying blood; 
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We on the rich proviſion feed, | 
And taſte the wine, and bleſs the God. 


Let ſinful ſweets be all forgot, 
And earth grow lefs in our eſteem; 
CHar1sT and his love fill ey'ry thought, 
And faith and hope be fix'd on Him. 


While He is abſent from our ſight, 
Tis to prepare our ſouls a place, 
That we may dwell in heav'nly light, 
And live for ever near his face. 


HYMN CTIV. [L. M.] 


HW rich are thy proviſions, Lozp! 

Thy table furniſh'd from above ! 

The Guits of life o'erſpread the board, 
The cup o'erflows with heav'nly love, 


Thine ancient family the Jews, 
Were firſt invited to the feaſt: 


* 
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We humbly take what they refuſe, 
And Gentiles thy ſalvation taſte. 


What ſhall we pay th' eternal Sox, 
T hat left the heav'n of his abode, 
And to this wretched earth came down, 
To bring us wand'rers back to Gop ? 


It coſt him death to ſave our lives; 

To buy our ſouls it coſt his own; 
And all the unknown joys he gives, 

Were bought with agonies unknown, 
Our everlaſting love is due 

To Him, that ranſom'd ſinners loſt, 
And pity'd rebels, when he knew 

The vaſt expence His love would coſt. 


HY M N CLv. Ic. M. 


OU ſweet and awful is the place 
With CarisT within the doors, 
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While everlaſting love difplays 
The choiceſt of her ſtores! 

Here ev'ry bowel of our Gop 
With ſoft compaſſion rolls; 

Here peace and pardon bought with blood, 
Is food for dying ſouls. 


Why was I made to hear thy voice, 
And enter while there's room ; 

When thouſands make a wretched choice, 
And rather ſtarve than come? 


'T was the ſame love that fpread the feaſt, 
That ſweetly forc'd us in; 

Elſe we had ſtill refus'd to taſte, 
And periſh'd in our fin, 


We long to ſee Thy churches full, 

That all the choſen race, 

May with one voice, and heart, and foul, 
Sing thy redeeming grace. 
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HYMN CLVI. [C. M. 


IVE us this day, all bounteous Loxp, 
Our ſacramental bread, | . 
Who thus his ſacrifice record 
That ſuffer'd in our ſtead. 


Reveal in ev'ry ſoul thy Sor, 
And let us taſte the grace 
Which bring aſſur'd ſalvation down 
To all, who ſeek Thy face. 


Who here commemorate his death 
To us his lite impart, 

The loving filial Spirit breathe 
Into each waiting hearr. 


My earneſt of eternal bliſs 
Let my REDEEMER. be, 
And if e' en now he preſent is, | « 
Now let him ſpeak in me. ; 
of 
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HYMN CLVIL IL. M.] 


TUPENDOUS grace! heay'ns darling bleeds, 
To ranſom rebels doom'd to hell; 
Well might heav'ns lamps put on their weeds, 
And hide their faces in a yall. 


Tranſcendant love! it was for me, 
For me, _ the ſinking race, 

He bled and dy'd upon the tree, — 
Where ſhall I hide my bluſhing face 


Melt, melt, my heart into a flood 
Of pious grief, and holy ſhame ; 
Could I weep crimſon — of blood, 
Far lovli'r was the bleeding LAun. 


Jzsvs, thou flow'r of Paradiſe, 

Thy love did ne'er its equal meet 
Teach me thy lovlineſs to prize, 

Thou ſpotleſs fair; thou heav'nly ſweet. 
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With ſweet delight, Oh! let me trace, 
The wonders of redeeming love: | 

Till I behold my Saviour's face, 

On Sion's happy mount above. 


H TMN CLVIII. 


M SAviouk dy'd, Oh wond'rous grace ! 
He meekly ſuffer d in my place; 

How ſhall I all his goodneſs tell! 

His love is ſure unſpeakable, 

My wand'ring thoughts, where have you been ? 

Oh why have l ſo little ſeen, 5 

Into this lovely myſtery, 

That CuRISY for love to me did die? 


Riſe, Oh my ſoul! with heav'nly zeal, 
And wing thy flight to Calv'ry's hill: 
See there the dear expiring Lams ! 
He bears my burden, and my ſhame. 


R TH hs = 
p * 
* 4 


8 HYMNS rok rnE 
te Tis finiſhed,” ſaid his lateſt breath, 
And ſunk among the waves of death: 


He fought, and bled, and overcame ; 
Salvation to the ſlgughter'd LAB! 


Here would my thought with pleaſure ſtay, 
Wond'ring 'till my expiring day, 

And mourn as Salem's daughters did, 
O'er a RrokEMuRER, crucify'd! 


HYMN CLIX. [L.M.] 
QWEET IJ sus, when thy death I view; 
The ancient wonders ev'r new; 

This doth my ſink ing ſpirits raiſe, 
And fills my thankful heart with praiſe. 
Oh! who, that caſts a wiſhful eye, 

To ſee the L.ams on Calv'ry die? 


Can ever of his goodneſs doubt, 
Or fear that He will caſt them out. 


F 
* 
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There let my thoughts with wonder ſtay ; 
Till all my griefs are wip'd away: 


Nor may I ever grieve Him more, 
Nor ne'er diſtruſt His mercy's pow'r. 


Thus while I ſing His bleeding love, 
My unbelieving fears remove: 

Oh! may this ſweet delightful ſong, 

For ever dwell upon my tongue. 

Help me, dear Saviour ; tune my heart, 
And in thy praiſe, I'll bare my part; 
Untill I fee thy face above, 

Then ſhall I better ſing thy love. 


HYMN CLX. IL. M. 


1 the loving Sox of God, 
Stretch'd out and nail'd unto the tree! 
\ How freely He pour'd out His blood, 

For ſuch poor worthleſs worms as we ! 
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What love, and pity mov'd His heart, 

That He would leave that glorious place : 
And ſuffer ſo much pain and ſmart, 

To fave a ſinking dying race. 
O boundleſs love! O matchleſs grace ! 

Oh! who can ſound th' unfathom'd deep? 
While angels at this myſt'ry gaze, 

Let fav'rite worms admire and weep. 
O tell it out to ſinners, tell; 

Loudly His ſov'reign grace proclaim: 
Who dy'd to ſave our ſouls from hell, 

Salvation to the bleeding Lams. 


HYMN CLXI. IC. M.] 
LAS! and did my Savioux bleed? 
And did my ſov'reign die? 

Would He devote that ſacred head, 
For ſuch a worm as 1? | 
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Was it for crimes that I had done 
He groan'd upon the tree? 

Amazing pity! grace unknown! 
And love beyond degree. 

Well might the ſun in darkneſs hide, 
And ſhut his glories in, 

When Gop the mighty Mak ER dy'd 
For man his creature's ſin. 


Thus might I hide my bluſhing face, 
While thy dear croſs appears; 
Diſſolve my heart in thankfulneſs, 
And flow my eyes in tears. 
But drops of grief can ne'er 
That "ts & love F owe; mY 
Here, Lord, I give myſelf away, 
O help me ſo todo, 
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HYMN CLXII. [8's] 


N COURAG'D by the word of grace, 
We meet Thee at "Thy table, Lox; ; 

| Oh let us ſee Thy ſmiling face, 

And one reviving look afford: 

To us the bread — life be giv'n, 

The bread which cometh down from heav'n. 


We are unworthy, we confeſs, 

One crumb of children's bread to taſte; 
But cloathed in thy righteouſneſs 

We humbly venture to the feaſt, 
Amidſt Thy faints, dear Lord, appear, 
And manifeſt Thy preſence here. 
With heav'nly food our ſouls refreſh, 

To us be known in breaking bread : 


Taſting the ſymbol of Thy feſh, 
May we on purchas'd mercy fred: 


LORD'S SUPPER, 


Remind us how Thy precious blood 
Was ſhed to ſeal our peace with Gop. 


HYMN CLXIII. [L. M.) 


TWaS. on that dark, that doleful night, 
When pow'rs of earth and hell aroſe 
Againſt the Son of Gop's delight, | 
And friends betrayed Him to his foes ; 


Before the mournful ſcene began, 

He took the bread, and bleſs'd, and brake: 
What love thro” all his actions ran! 

What wond'rous words of grace He ſpake! + 
* This is my body broke for ſin, 

« Receive and eat the living food :” 


Then took the cup, and bleſs'd the wine: 
« Tis the new cov'nant in my blood.” 


« Do this (He cry'd) till time ſhall end, 
« In mem'ry of your dying friend; 
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« Meet at My table, and record 


5 8 The love of your departed Lon p. 
Jesvs, thy feaſt we celebrate 
We ſhew Thy death, we ſing Thy name, 
Till Thou return, and we ſhall eat 
The marriage ſupper of the Lamb. 


H TMN CLXIV. c. M.] 


THIS was compaſſion like a Gop, 
Tha when the Saviour knew 
The price of pardon was his blood, 
His pity ne'er withdrew ! 


He ſunk beneath our heavy woes, 
To raiſe us to his throne : | 

There's not a gift his hand beftows, 
But colt his heart to groan. 


Now tho' He reigns exalted high, 
His love is till as great: 
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Well he remembers Calvary, 
Nor will his ſaints forget. 


Here we receive repeated ſeals 
Of Jzsv's dying love: 

Hard is the wretch that never feels 
One ſoft affection move. 


Here let our hearts begin to melt, 
While we His death record ; 

And with our joy for pardon'd guilt, 
Mourn that we pierced the Lord, 


HYMN CLXV. [L. M.] 
Gop the FaTazr, Gop the Sox, 


And Gop the SeirIT, THREE in Oxx, 


Be Honour, Praiſe, and Glory giv'n, 
By all on Earth, and all in Heav'n. 


O 
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HYMN CIXVI. lc. M. 


ET Gop the Farnzx, and the Son, 
N And Spixir be ador' d, 
Where there are works to make him known, 
Or ſaints that love the Lok. 


HY MN. CLXVII. IS. M.] 


E angels round the throne, 
And ſaints that dwell below, 

Worlhip the FaTHER, praiſe the Son, 
And bleſs the Spixlr too. 6 Y 


HYMN CLXVIII. [8}Þ 


| NR to the great and ſacred THREE, 
* The FargzR, Son, and Se1kIT, be 
Eternal praiſe and glory giv'n, 

Thro' all the worlds where Gop is known, 

By all the angels near the throne, 

And all the ſaints in earth and heav'n. 


